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XtaB foUowii^mmance^.when first pub*^ 
Hsbed>. formed tbe.wiqter rnimber ia a 
piDQiiicai jofufaaU entitled .^.VTbe SeasoDs,'^ 
tioildiiOted by theiiiilhor) fcbe sj^ring ounu 
b6rV>f{iwbich had been takea up. with the 
IchFelieat: of all tales, Utidioe. Of idie 
roiaraces apptppjrtatied to. the two reaiaia# 
ing. reasons a. t^faoBlatiofjiinay perhaps be 
heieafter. laid before: the Eegliab Veider. 
For shoMld die.xteeption of the present 
ToluAie.'be not too dicicouragiDg, it. is 
intended tfaat iit ahouid be followed by a 
series of TieraioQs of some of the bec^ 
Gemian romances; and dirataas ; in the 
selebtiKMi jwhereoftbe miia object /6f tbe 
ttamlsttOF ^iU >be^ to coiivey, aa far. as lies 
mlUfi ihis por'vteb, to the. miere English 
vei^der some portion of. the delight aiitl 



\ 



jiiaa literltwe t and fi«ier idipportiinitMfi 
for so doing nay offer hereafteh Nor ^ 
k necessa^ to ^ay uuichi of the foUowing 
romance^ A tiMsiator poiBeaaes indeed, 
on acooiint of the familiarity wfaieb be 
faaa been foroed lo contmct mith bis ori- 
ginal, a kindofpriTilege to point out i«i 
beauties. But of this id tbe present 
instance there is little need. For the 
beauty of all Foqqu^s Tlf«or<ks is -so diffused 
tbrough^out the Whole, they are so ahi'^ 
mated with one' single vital, alUpervading, 
9dl*organieing principle,* that he, unto 
utrbom that beauty^ is not self^-manifested, 
i^rould not be 4ed to perceive it by the 
most carious analysis. He himself^ when 
speaking of a btotber bard aAd brother 
warrior, w'ho fell in the glorious year 
1813, has declared^ that he always feels 
utteHy unable to point out the so-called 
beautiful passages in a poem. And to no 
one is this more applicable, hot even to 
the Greek dramatists, than to Fouqu^ 
bimself. For in all the works that he has 
-composed 4ince 1909, when by hfs ^^ Si- 
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gi»rdthe SeTpeftl>8%erV. ind :liii>^ Biirtb 
and Youthful Ymts /of Charles the Great*^ 
he first plaeed iiimself upon a lerel with 
the greatest poeta^ he is pevhiips of all 
modern authors the least declamatMjr* 
He never fdr ja moment digresses from 
his sttbjeet t<MMk^ an ostentatious parade 
ofiM learningorof bis descriptive fQ(werS) 
or of his rhetorical powers, or of his fiuicy, 
or oftiiis^ knowledge of human «natuf%i tbe 
poet has no thought of bimdelf^ not e^ei^ 
the mbst secret hirking of vanity, but 
keeps the visitatious of bin geiiius an^ 
pcmders them in his heart ; ab4, like Ra»- 
]^ael^s Madonna, broods. over and gikaes 
upon and cherishes, with meek and hum- 
ble love, the births which it has: pleased 
God that he should bring forth for th<3 
delight and the improvement of his bre- 
ttfaren. Hence there is nothing prominent 
in hfo Works. ^Beautiful and sublime as 
fafs scenes and speeches and descri^tSdns 
iind' images are, half their beauty at least 
is lost, when they aire aeverckl from ' the 
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Stem out ^f : which they grow. Thither 
they^'belong^ and: there they must be seen* 
iti . order to be duly/ understood and .ad- 
mired, m The reader therefore is merely 
referred to :the involuntary coincidence, 
with one 'Of^ >the : aublimest and truest 
bufsts of passioii in Shajkspeace^ when 
Sintffaip whtspera >to^ his; atteiidan t oA mght 
of .the Xwo figures ^s^nonfg the . isiQubtaina: 
*V!Tbey rtoo hhs»ve isurelj? bje^urdf iv0n .but 
lAtOitheii/i^ast^.biy theuf pwnwild hearts ;'^ 
which '. fofciWy ;. r^Cals' Learns : - ", What 
haye^faia ^^ughters. brought him: t to this 
pads >-^ . Thistrthe qoiQieiden<;e is.altoge? 
ther in]?p}untary and naturali&f proved .by 
tJ^i mer^ simple truth of Siptram^s exde^ 
.inajtipn ; . hadt it arisen ^om imitation, ;it 
lyould h^^been exagg^J^ted, ii^, order tp 
outdo the original. .\ 

When, compared with: Undine, ^y.hiok 
ev^n , under the disadvantages of .a;tranpli9- 
tiota professedly loose the.diief partofits 
xead^s must have learnt to.love, $iqtrpin» 
it must be allowed, wears r a. wintry as*- 
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pect ; bilt.ftuoh wa» its/desigii) and it is k 
wintertbat/is worthy to follow after so 
fresh, a spring. It is much such a dif- 
ference as exists between^ Lear or Mac- 
beti), and Roibea ond Juliet, or the Mid- 
siYmmer^ightfs Dreain. < And as isvcry 
^elison ) contains. iWitbixi itself seeds and 
i8ig4iS<io£^tiU /theothers^ as there ire^da^fs 
in spriiigi which :tdll df winter and jday#ia 
winriier; wbicfawforebodd spuing^ and' as 
tcveiy i^easofif modeover has ;its owq petiii- 
liar beaiitieS) anderen winittebas the gloiy 
of. its toow and ice, ibo hhs Sint^ai9| alsb 
both i its, . messengers from tbe; i reahn»> : of 
suilQhin^i and its own ;appropriai;e wlbti'y 
charms^ .And in one respect, in jts^^cc^i^ 

r 

elusion^ \% is stid more: beautiful and haiH 
•moniousltbanUndine,. though that alsais 
. beautiful. ; For one personage , remains 
there, oyer wham the aufhor.has omitted 
to cast; a single, gl^am of hope,, thQiigh 
with :aU h^ fri voli>usness she? stil 1 )ni%bt 
lay claim to it, at least from laspirit so; over* 
flawipg with charity: as that of !l^puqiu4. 
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.B^t, never didvieaiitihIyMspriiif ly^ise out 
^ it9 wintty ) sheil mtb ^sucfa hearebly 
^renitj, as gligtens oVer jtbe^ poocliision 
of^lntram. . Nowhere i is ereiythiDgimone 
Ibvelily atoned iaiid ^reeoncikdi : No^eii^ 
Im. the auckor .appmted 'hiniself:..iiiofe 
desenrmg. df the U^h title, which die ihas 
Mctived ftoni icyn& of his wblth&esl: sapid 
fiindeM; 'friendiy of the! IQhfistian poel^c .. 

.Tha attem^ to givie anjfthiog.HiDe a 
foil neppeaeDtaittob x)f Foaqatft^s poetiral 
Ofhatactilr wbakl ifar exeted the limits; of 
this {Mrefboe; SV>r no author can be ade- 
quately undeiBtood otherwise thatt hiiCoi- 
rietally, by regatding him in the place 
which has been assigned to him in the 
iniellectural universe, by e^camining the 
wge and country tb which he belongs, and 
the peculiar tendencies of that age and 
country which have in him found their 
Cottpletest developement. And as it is 
most conducive to a clear, reflex, analy- 
tical perception of m idea to contrast it 
witli its opposite, it would be requisite 
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to ^lum not )Oirfy wliptftMMb tcndcnoidt ic€ 
his age are fiolfillad in: Fiouqu6^ but also ' 
|K> yrhick amongst itsi : evU ^ tendencies: ibe 
is iBo6t •diaraetcioaUjp^ppasedi k^wOoU 
1)6 eeiqnisiie t& fibitit out h<nr liiv; geiiiufi 
-has purifi^ idtsjplf (ft^m dD thi&> iieflettiDg 
sunsofhis eouKtempqrariei ; hbtr 'beri^tfeee 
6oni(thst egottiam uidiickluiS'Biiade^oeliy, 
instead of bei»if ithe ^ raflbction «if flip 
<ali&¥earsd ' iin the .ladividaal^. become tfap 
mere rafleclioii toC tlie.TndiiHduaMci thk 
innTerse^^'^^fMir that toixiture of seiltih 
meataUty Mritb teehnieal ^idhka, wbkli 
lotograating in tbe sepamion betwiaen the 
lieart '' and the head, and the' iimbiQtf to 
munrte tbem and to peveei ve the «oibci«- 
ifenbe belt \v<edn tihe laws of l^eason tudd df 
Qtttare^ oscillates between the two, ai»4 
liow bowiiig down its neek before a fi>r^ 
vAdi reason would ebdnge virtue into a 
mei^e wordy skeleton, now throwing itself 
into the arms Of nature paxni^iis the mer^ 
bid lusts of tbe willi-rhow he has Modfied 
the human soul in a different school, fns^ 
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that imodem philosophy which would re* 
seSre it into a mere result of the various 
arithmetical operations performed upcm 
iBotives; and impulses, and which taking 
it for: granted .that self^aterest -and sel^ 
loTB must be the central principles of our 
bemg, and bolstering up this supposition 
witfar. the fiibe conclusions of an onpirical 
psychology, has even attempted to cast 
poeticaL characters in this mould, and to 
fill up : the rhollow within has been com^ 
peUfd to stuff. the figure with loam. Such 
j^laborate ibUies are never to be found in 
the spages of Fouqu&. He walks humbly 
and joyoMsly in the joyous sunlight, and 
ieels>DO ambition to envelope himself in 
tbe^glaj^e and smoke of the torches which 
he:bim9elf has kindled. Tbe.customary 
modes jp which the characters of modem 
poetry exist are twofold, the sentimen* 
tal and the . prudential. The former re- 
feiis eva-y tbiAg to self-*love ^pd is ever 
talking about itself, the latter to self-in- 
terest and is ever caiculating foe itself. 
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The . tfiird' mode of > exittence^* the ' reaSl^ 
aojl natural, is. nowhere to ibe foiled' so^ 
universally preserired as- ' in Fottqtf^. 
Erery body bearsv indeed > a f>eculiar tinge 
jfrom the authors brave, chivialTous spirit ; 
biit everybody exists in strong 'uiiques- 
tionable-reali ty ; ^and there caa be no tfiote 
certain proof of this reality than the Utter 
absence of all: thai vain-boasting^< which* 
has so often, been designed to^form' th^ 
soul <and. centre of i heroic i chi^aciers, 
though how. *sach a mistake could pM-' 
sibly originate,. unless it were in* 'the Ho* 
tion that opposite extremes must^er^-^ 
more resen^le ^one another, it^is' diffiM 
cult to. conceive. . Enough however haa 
been .already; said, and, it may appear:: to 
sotte, more : than was; altogether seemly ; 
but there are tlmes'when it is difficult for 
love, to ^restrain, every expression of its 
adVni ration. < 

, In executing the Jbllowidg version 
the pripcjp}e /evermore uppermost in 
the iTfmslatc^^s miiKJ has been to render 
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^eiOFigi^s^MK¥ith^ tbe^ most! scrupulous 
^deliiby* Witb the dxceptioa iof . a isinigk^ 
s0i^|Qice io one of the Little Master's 
spee^hea^ lafid the cocrection'ofa) casual 
oyersight^ Ivbere' it bad been forgotten 
that, I Rplf had beea abseat durkig Siii 
Biorip's narrative in : the first chapili^, he 
l^llQVQSthereiseearaely ^venan epitfaet:ii> 
tAie; whole yibluiniei fo whi<^b a correspond-: 
iog one WiU tiot be found in the original 
Qerman, And that almost every shadow of a- 
tint in that orjgii^al has bemi, as far as the 
diflSsr/^nce of idiom between the two lan« 
gnages would aUow,.acetirately preserved^ 
It. vi^ll indeed probably be thoiught that in 
tbi$ respects he has: g6ne too £nr, and Has? 
not shown a sufficient i^evwence for the 
geriius of his owiti mother English. For 
under tbebeiief that/ an attempt to assi^ 
milate our langiiage, more tfatfn it is usu^ 
airy in the literature of the pretsent iday^ 
uxito that language, whieb f^resef^ves the 
kernel of opr own in the grefatest purity, 
would be rather ben^cial than other^a^ise,' 



bq >ha$ onw Ofr twice,. fatzaidad a iMWt 
W<w49 jBind once or twkeitfaeievivalcif'ail' 
dbmlQt^i one, hjEis v«ltiured upcm vome 
uimi^Uai: iBveesioqft. of.wdrdB) find has 
aboye aiU tnu^i^ itikire fittquenefy piade 
use of compound words, than is pe»b4i|)«L 
agreeable to the nature of a compound 
tongue. It is indeed most true that lan- 
guage, like all and even more than all else 
that we have inherited from our ancestors, 
should be preserved inviolate from the 
touch of rash innovation. But still never- 
theless language is not a standing pool, 
but a stream that is continually receiving 
into itself tributary brooks. The genius 
of nations is ever varying, and Isimilar and 
proportionate must be the variations in 
the outward exponent of that genius. 
But tb state the principles, which have 
appeared to the translator to justify the 
innovations he has ventured to make, 
would lead into discussions wherein few 
romance-readers would take any interest. 
Besides after all every such innovation 
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must stand or fall, Bot according to the 
dogmas of any abstract thecory, but only 
so.'far as it sucoeeds'orfails in obtaining 
the sanotioH of cuistorat that is^ in being 
vitally Msimilated with the- bo^ of a 
langtitgie. 
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SINTRAM 



AND HIS COMPANIONS, 



FIRST CHAPTER. 

At Prontheipi in tbe high castle many 
Norwegian knights sat assembled, and 
having held counsel concerning the king- 
dom's weal drank until the midnight 
merrily with one another, in the sound- 
ing, vaulted hall, ajbout the round, massy 
jstone. table. 

Suddenly the awakening storm drove 
a wild snow-dust against the clattering 
windows ; all the doors trembled in their 
oaken casements, the heavy bolts rat- 
tled violently, and the castle clock, after 
its many-wheeled and slowly-gnarling 
screech, struck one. * 

At this instant th^re flew into tbe 
h^Uj his bair standing on end,,. with 
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an anxious scream and closed eyes, a 
deadly.pale boy. He placed himself be- 
hind the decorated chair of the great 
and mighty Sir Biorn, clung round the 
glittering warrior with both hands, and 
cried with a piercing voice: " Knight 
and father! Father and knight! Death 
and his mate are again horribly close be- 
hind me!^^ 

A fearful stillness lay icily over the 
whole assembly, save that the boy scream- 
ed over and over the terrible words. 

But an old yeoman from among Sir 
Biorn^s numerous train, called the pious 
Holf, stepped up towards the afflicted 
child, embraced it with his arms, aiid 
prayed half singing : 

''Help, Father dear. 
Thy servant here 1 
I trqst^ and cannot trust.*' 

Immediately the boy as if dreaming 
let go his hold of the great Sir Biorn, 
and the pious Rolf bore him easily, as a 
down-feather, although amidst hot tears 
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and continued soft murmurings, out of 
the ball. 

The lords and knights looked at one 
another altogether very much astonished. 

Then the mighty Biorn took up his 
speech, and said in a somewhat wild and 
fiercely-laughing guise : 

" Let not yourselves be misled by that 
strange thing of a boy. It i^ my only 
son, and has played these pranks ever 



since his fifth year; he is at present 
twelve ; I therefore am now become well 
used to this, although at the beginning 
it made me somewhat uneasy. It comes 
too every year only once, and always 
about this time. But bear with me, that 
I have spent so many words upon my 
silly Sintram, and bring something wiser 
into the course.^^ 

.Yet awhile the silence continued. 
Then single voices began softly and un- 
steadily to renew the discourses before 
broken off, but without success. A pair 
of the youngest and most, merry-hearted 
commenced a round-song ; when the 
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Storm howled and piped and whispered 
so strangely amidst it, that this also was 
soon broken off. 

They now sat quite silent and. almost 
i:notionless in the lofty hall; the lamp 
flared gloomily in the dome ; the whole 
assembly of heroes was to the eye like 
lifeless, somewhat pale statues, which 
had been jsituck into gigantic harnesses. 

Then arose the chaplain of the castle 
at Drontheim, the only spiritual person 
in this circle of knights, and said : '' Dear 
Sir Biorn» it has now come to pass id a 
wonderful manner, and one surely espe-* 
cially ordained by God himself, that the 
inner eye of us all has been directed upoD 
you and your son. You see, we cannot 
recall it from thence, aind you would do 
better to relate to us right explicitly what 
you know of the boy^s strange goings on. 
Perchance the self-same serious speech 
which I forebode may do us good at this 
somewhat bewildered feast.^^ 

Sir Biorn regarded the priest with dis- 
satisfied looks, and returned : ^^ Sir Chap-* 
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lain, you hav^e in the history vkote part 
than were to be wished by you and the^: 
Excuse us joyous Norwegian watrioi's' 
from the melancholy tale*^^ 

But the chaplain stepped with: a iirih 
and highly gentle demeanour nearer up 
tekthe knight^ sayiagf ^' D^ar fflr, befture 
this, the relating or not-relating atoodr 
solely and akme with you ; now^ that 
you have thus stra&^ly hintled at me 
and my part in the misfortune of your 
son, I must most decid^ly demand of 
you that you fecite ail woid for iv'oldy a^ 
it has befallen. :My hoRour wiil^ hare il 
80, and this you assuredly feel no less: 
deariy than^ L^^ 

Stern, but yielding, Sir Biorn bowed 
bis proud head, and took up the follow- 
ing discourse : *^ It is. now seren yeai^ 
since I with my assembled vaa^tals heid 
the Christmas«feast« There are still somfi 
such old, venerable customs inherited by 
us from our ancestors : as for instance, 
that of placing a handsome golden im- 
age of a boar upon th^ table, and giving 
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one another thereby all sorts of mirthful 
and honoqr-bringing assurances. This Sir 
Chaplain here, who at that time used 
often to visit me, was never a rema!rka«^ 
ble friend of such remnants of the mighty 
heathen world. Such as he might indeed 
stand in but bad odour in that ancestral 
time/^ 

" My exalted predecessors,^^ so the 
chaplain interrupted him, ^' had much | 

more by far to do with God, than with I 

the world, and with God their odour 
was right good. In this wise they com* 
verted your ancestors, and if I can be 
serviceable to you in a similar manner^ 
even your mockery shall not eat away 
my will to do so.^^ 

With a still darker look, but with ^ 
somewhat angry fear, the knight pro-- 
ceeded in his discourse: ** Aye, aye, pro- I 

mises of the invisible, and threats also I 

i 

from the same ! Thus is it so much the 
easier to take away from us whatever 
good we see and have ! — In those days, 
ah truly in those days, I had such still ! 
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— Strange 1 — A-t times it seems to me, 
as if that were already a couple of hun- 
dred years since, and I were an old man 
altogether outliving myself, . because it 
is at. present thus quite fearfully other- 
wise. But now I bethink myself: the' 
greatest part of this noble circle must 
have visited me in my happiness, and 
have known Verena, my heavenly, my 
beautiful wife— ^^ 

He dashed his hands before his face, 
and it was almost as though he wept. 
The storm had ceased, soft moonbeams 
penetrated through the window, and laid 
themselves as if caressingly and soothing- 
ly around his wild-grown form. When 
suddenly he started on high, so that his 
armour, clattered together fearfully, and 
cried with a thundering voice: " Shall I 
now perchance become a moiik, as she 
is become a nun? No, crafty Sir Chap- 
lain, for flies of my kind your webs are 
too thin.^^ 

^ " I know nothing of webs,^^ said the 
priest, " openly and honourably did I six 

b3 
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years since place before you heaven and 
hell, and you assented to the step which 
the pious Verena took. But how that 
is connected with the sufferings of your 
son, I know not, and wait for your re- 
lation/^ 

" Then you may wait long!'-' laughed 
Biom fiercely. " Sooner shall-^'^ 

** CuKse not,^' said the chaplain with 
a powerfully commanding voice, and eyes 
almost fearfully gleaming. 
. " Huzza !^' cried out Biorn in wild 
horror, '' Huzza,- Death and his mate are 
loose P^ And in mad terror he flew out 
ef the chamber, down the steps, and one 
heard him without with harsh, hideous 
sounds blow together his followers, and 
soon after dart from thence over the ice- 
paved castle-court. 

The knights separated silently, almost 
tremblingly. Alone, praying at the great 
stone^table, sat the chaplain. 
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SECOND CHAPTER. 

ApTSk. some time the pioufli Rolf came 
slowly and softly in, and remained staxid« 
tug astooisbed: in the now emptied hall. 
He had, in tbe.di&^ant chamber wbeie 
He baid l^d the child again to resli, karnt 
nothing of the wild breakibg up of hia 
knight, The chaplain related to himi 
what had ha^ppened in kind guise, and: 
then said : 

'' But, dear Rolf, I should wish to ask 
you about the strange words^ with whicb 
you just now lulled the sick Sintram to 
sleep again. They sounded so pious, 
and tbey were so assuredly, and yet L 
have not understbod them; ^ I trust and. 
cannot trust\^' 

"Reverend Sir,^^ returned Rolf, '* since 
my earliest childhood I rerateiaab^r that 
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none of the beautiful stories in the gospel 
so powerfully took hold of me, as that in 
which the disciples could not heal the 
possessed boy, and the glorified Redeemer 
at length came down himself from the 
mountain, and rent asunder the bonds 
wherewith the evil spirit held the tor- 
mented child fast chained unto himself. 
I always felt as if I must have known 
and cherished..the boy, and in my good 
hours have been his playmate. And then 
as I came to years, the need of the father 
on account of his bespirited son lay upon 
my heart. Now all this was surely a 
foreboding of our poor young master Sin- 
tram, whom I love just as my own child, 
and now at times the words of the weep- 
ing father in the gospel bubble up from 
the bottom of my heaft. * Lord, I be- 
lieve, help thou my unbelief P and some- 
thing like this may I easily have sung or 
prayed in my alarm to day. Dear reve- 
rend Sir Chaplain, it grows at times quite 
dark before my senses, when I think how 
a fearfVil speech of the father can cleave 
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thus horribly to the poor child, but, God 
be praised ! my faith and my hope remain 
uppermost.'' 

" Dear friend Rolf,'' said the priest, "all 
that you speak of the poor Sintram 1 only 
half understand, for it is unknown to me 
when and how the evil came upon him. 
If therefore no oath or other solemn word 
bind your tongue, then relate to me in 
what manner this took placa/' 

*' With all my heart," returned Rolf. 
" I have long yearned to do so ; but you 
were almost entirely departed from us. 
Only at present I dare not leave the 
sleeping boy longer alone, and to-morrow 
-at day-break 1 must convey him after my 
lord. Were you but to come with me to 
the good Sintram, dear sir ?" 

The chaplain immediately himself took 
up the little lamp which Rolf had brought 
with him, and they walked through the 
long arched passages from thence. 

In the little distant chamber they found 
the poor boy sleeping fast. On his face, 
already without that very pale, the rays of 
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(he lamp fell quite strangely. The chapk 
Ifain remained for a long time standing 
before him in deep thought, and 9aid at 
length : 

" It is true, he bore even from his birth 
somewhat hdrd and sharply formed ffia^ 
tured, but now he Iook& ^Inaost terrible 
for a child. And yet one must love the 
hon^t sleeper, one may will it or no/^ 

" Quite right, d^ar reveread sir,^^ re* 
tu;rned Rolf; and one sa]w in hrm how 
his so^l was at hand, when any word was 
spoken favourable to his dear young mas*- 
t^t Sintram. Thereupon he placed the 
light so that it could not dazzle the boy, 
led the priest to a comfortable seat, . tod 
taking a place opposite to him began to 
speak after the following manner: 

^^ It is now seven years ago, that on the 
Christmas^feast there was much dlscoturse 
between my lord and his warriors coD* 
cerning the German merchants, and haw 
onei might repress th^ pride of the ever 
mightier seaport-towns. Then Sir Biorn 
stretched forth his hands towards the evil 
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boar^mage of pure gold, and vowed with-' 
out any pity to put. to death the Germaa 
merchants, whom their destiny, in what- 
soever manner it might be, let fall alive 
into his power. . 

" The gracious: Lady Verena turned 
pale and tried to interrupt him, but it was 
too late ; the bloody word was out. And 
instantly, as if the tyrant of the dark place 
must immediately J&sten upoa his for- 
feitied vassal wiib many bonds at once, 
these caihe at the selfsame moment, a 
warder into the ball, and announced that 
two qitizefisof a German merchant- town, 
an old man a»d his sons had been stranded 
neaii the castle,, and were standing with- 
out claiming the piroteetion ef its lord. 

" This strack icily upon the soul of 
the knight, but he believed himself to be 
bounden' by his word of honour and by 
the accursed heathenish golden boar« 
We servants received orders to assemble 
ourselves with sharply pointed steel lances 
jn the castle court, in order thus at the first 
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signal speedily to despatch the poor daim-* 
ants of our protection. 

" For the fkst time, and also, I hope, 
for the last time in my life, I said No to 
the command of my lord. And I said it 
quite loud and with cheerful resolution. 
The dear God, who must surely know 
best whom he will have in his heaven 
and whom not, furnished me with st^id- 
fastness and strength. 

" And lo then Sir Biorn could perceive, 
whence the resistance of his old servant 
came, and that such things were to be held 
ii; honour. He spake half in wrath, half 
in mockery : " Go up to! the windows of 
my lady. The maids are running in alarm 
to and fro ; she may be unwell. Go up, 
Rolf the pious, I tell thee, so women and 
women will come together;^^ 

" I thought: * do thou only mock 
me !^ and went silently my appointed 
way. 

^^ Then there met me upon the stairs 
two strange and right fearftil persons^ 
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whom I had never yet seen ; I know not 
too how they came into the castle. The 
one was long and large, and looked terri- 
bly jwile, and very, very gaunt ; the other 
was a little manikin with quite hideous 
features and mien. Yea, as I collected 
myself and looked at tfaem. closely, it ve- 
rily seemed to me^'-— 

A low whining and shuddering of the 
boy interrupted the discourse. Hasten- 
ing to him, Rolf and the chaplain saw 
how a fearful dread lay upon his counte- 
nance, and his eyes wished convulsively 
to open themselves and could not. The 
priest drew the cross over him ; then by 
degrees the strange perturbation quieted 
itself, the child slept tranquilly, and they 
both went softly back again to their seats. 

^^ You see it brteds no good to describe 
the two fearful Ones more closely ,^^ said 
Rolf. ^' £nougb, they walked down to- 
wards the court, and I up to the chambers 
of my mistress. And truly the gentle 
Lady Yerena was half in a fainting-fit 
from terrible alarm, and I hastened to 
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Stand by her with the insight, which the 
dear God has committed to me, of the 
healing powers in herb and air and stone. 
But scarcely was she somewhat recovered, 
when she instantly ordered ^me with the 
still holy power which you know in her, to 
attend her down into the court; she must 
turn away the horror of this night, or hmU 
self perish together withit* Wewereforced 
to pass the. little bed of the sleeping Si n^ 
tram : Oh God, the hot tears fell from my 
eyes, as he breathed so stilly and tmim 
quilly,. and smiled in his iriendiy slumu 
ber/^ 

The old squire held his hand over.fai^ 
eyes and wept bitterly. Then he agaia 
proceeded more collectedly : 

" We approached the windows of thei 
lower stairs, when we plainly distinguish- 
ed the voice of the elder of the two mer- 
chants, and his noble countenance was 
also clear to me through the bars by the 
torch-light, and beside him the blooming 
head of his son. ' I call the Lord God 
to witness,^ he cried out, ' that I thought 
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to do no evil unto this house. But I must 
surely have fallen into the midst of hea- 
thendom, instead of into the castle of a 
Christian knight, and if it be so, then 
only strike, and thou, my hearths dear son, 
die patiently and steadfastly : in Heaven 
we shall learn, why it ctfuld not be other-> 
wise.* I thought, that I saw the two 
fearful Ones also in the throng of warriors* 
The pale one had a large sword like a 
scythe in his hand; the little one a 
strangely jagged spear. 

*^ Then Vcrena tore open the window, 
and cried as with a flute's tones through 
the wild night : ^ Dear lord and husband 
of my soul, for your only child's sake 
have pity upon these pious men 1 Save 
them from death, and resist the tempta- 
tions of the evil spirit!'— The knight 
answered — let me not say what. He set 
his child upon the cast, he called upon 
Death and Devil, if he held not his word,- 
— Hush ! The boy shudders now again. 
Let me bring the dark tale speedily to a 
close. 
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'^ Sir Biorn ordered his servants to 
strike, and beckoned to them with such 
horribly burning looks, that he is thence 
at times still called Biorn Flame-eye ^ at 
the same time the two fearful strangers 
showed themselves very busy* Then 
cried Verena with piercing agony * Lord, 
my Redeemer, help V And both the 
forms of dread had vanished, and wildly, 
as if blinded, the knight and his castle- 
crew tossed against one another^ without 
injuring themselve?, but also without be* 
ing able to strike the endangered mer- 
chants. The latter bowed reverently to 
Verena, and walked silently praying out of 
the castle-'gates, which just then, struck 
by a snowy whirlwind, were suddenly 
driven out of their fastenings, and left the 
way into the mountains free. 

" My njistress and I stood yet as doubt- 
ing upon the stairs; then was it unto me; 
as if I saw the two dreadful forms sweep 
close, by me, only quite loosely, softly, 
and vapour-like, but Verena called to me : ^ 
' In God's name, hast thou also seen the 



AND HIS COMPANIONS. 21 

large, pale man, and the little hideous 
one, who hopped by here up the stair- 
case ?' — I flew after them, alas, and found 
the poor boy in the very state, wherein 
a few hours since you saw him. 

" Since then it always comes again 
about this season, and altogether my young 
master is strangely changed from that time 
hitherto. The lady of the castle saw the 
visible punis^hment and sidmonition of the 
heavenly powers in thiis event, and be* 
cause Sir Biorn also from day to day, 
instesid of turning back, became ever 
more and more Biorn Flame-eye, she 

• • • • 

thought that it Was solely and alone within 
the walls of a convent, that she could 
obtain by prayer eternal blessedness and 
temporal salvation for herself and her poor 
child.^^ 

Rolf was silent, and the chaplain said 
after some musing : — " Now I conceive, 
why six years ago Sir Biorn chose rather 
to acknowledge his siufulness to me with- 
out further explanation, and assented to 
my confessing child's wish for the con- 
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vent. A retpnant of shame must surely 
have still then lived in his heart, and 
lives there yet perchance. At all events 
the tender flower of heaven, Verena, 
might not remain longer in the neigh- 
bourhood of this hurricane. But who 
shall now protect and save the poor Sin^ 
tram ?'' 

" The pfayers of his mother," returned 
Rolf. " Look you, reverend sir, when 
the early dawn thus draws over ua, as 
now, and the morning air thus whispers 
through the glowing window,— then it 
alwavs seems to me, as if I saw the dear 
eyes of my mistress shine, as if I heard 
the gently breathing sound of her voice. 
T^xe pious Lady Verena next to God will 
help us.^^ 

" And also our reverent calling upon 
the Lord," added. the chaplain, and he 
and Rolf knelt fervently and silently pray- 
ing in the fifst morning glow beside the 
bed of the pale boy, who beg^n to ,smile 
in hi3 dreams. 
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THIRD CHAPTER. 

The sun already sparkled brightly into 
tbd chamber, when Sintram started up, 
as if hurt by its rays. He regarded the 
chaplain with a look of displeasure, and 
said : ^^ So a priest is here in the castle } 
Anit yet the accursed dream dares to 
torment me in his neighbourhood ! He 
must be a pretty priest indeed P' 

" My child,^^ replied the chaplain with 
great gentleness, " I have prayed very 
heartily for thee, and will now and ever* 
more do $o, but God alone is almighty .^^ 

'* You speak very coniidently to the 
son of Sir Biorn/^ cried Sintram. " .' My 
child ! And thou, and thou !' — Had not 
the hideous dream come to me again 
this night, you would make me laugh 
heartily/^ 
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" Young master Sintram/^ said the 
chaplain, " that you recognize me not 
again, by no means surprises me, for in 
truth 1 also recognize not you again/^— 
And at this his eyes grew moist.— But 
the pious Rolf looked mournfully in the 
boy^s face, saying : *' Ah dear young mas- 
ter, you are so infinitely better, than you 
make yourself; but wherefore do you so ? 
And do you then no longer at all bethink 
yourself — ^you have at other times so good, 
a memory — of the pious friendly Sir Chapb- 
lain, who in days of yore ever camse to 
our castle, and gave you bright pictures 
of saints and pretty songs ?'^ 

" That I well know still,^^ returned 
Sintram thoughtfully. ^' In those days 
my blessed mother yet lived.^^ 

" Our gracious, lady lives yet ever, 
God be praised !^^ smiled the friendly 
Rolf. 

" Not for us, not for us sick people T' 
cried Siatram. " And wherefore wilt 
thou not call her blessed ? She assuredly 
knows nothing of my dreams.^^ 
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" Yes, she knowa thereof^ young mas- 
ter V^ said the chaplain. ^^ She knows 
thereof, and calls upon God in your behalf. 
But be you wary with your wild, upspring- 
ing disposition. It might, ah ! it might ne« 
vertbeless perhaps once happen, that she 
^ould know nothing of your dreams, 
and that would be, when body and soul 
are separated, and then all holy angels 
would also know Nothing more of you.^' 

Sintramsank as if thunder-stricken back 
upon his couch, and Rolf sighed softly : 
<' you should not address my sick child 
thus with such severity, my rtcverend 
sir.^' 

Then the boy raised himself with tear- 
ful eyes, fondly caressed the chaplain, and 
said : ^^ Let him do it, thou good, gentle- 
hearted Rolf; he knows right well, what 
he is about. Wouldest thou scold him, 
if I were gliding into a snow-rift, and he 
plueked me back again suddenly and for* 
cibly by the hair?^^ 

.The priest looked with emotion upon 
him, and was just thinking of uttering 

c 
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some pious reflections, when Sintram 
leaped wonderingly from the bed, and 
asked after his father. On the tidings of 
his departure, he also would not tarry 
another hour in the castle, and dismissed 
thechaplain^s and the old squire^s anxiety, 
whether a sudden journey might not in- 
jure his scarcely restored health, by say- 

" Reverend sir, and dear old Rolf, 
believe me, if there w:ere no dreams, I 
should be the hardiest young fellow vtpon 
God's earth, and even as it is, I give in but 
little to the best. Besides till another 
year at this time my dreaming is at an 
end.'' 

On his somewhat imperative command 
Rolf immediately brought out the horses. 
The, boy boldly sprang upon the saddle, 
and affectionately greeting the chaplain 
darted «wift as an arrow into the smooth 
valleys of the snow-covered mountainous 
re ion. 

He had not yet ridden far with his old 
follower, when he heard a dull noise out of 
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a nigh chasm in the rock almost Uke the 
clattering of a small mill, and between it 
at intervals the hollow, anxious moan of 
a human voice. They turned their horses 
thitherward, and a strange sight revealed 
itself unto them. 

A tall, deadly-pale nian, like a pilgrim 
to look upon, was vainly striving with 
violent efforts to work himself out of the 
deep^ snow up the hill, and meanwhile a 
multitude of bones, which he bore loodely 
attached to his broad garment, rattled 
with strange sound against one another, 
and brought forth that mysterious clat- 
tering* 

Rolf, livelily terror-stricken, crossed 
himself, and the bold Sin tram cried out 
to the stranger : " What art thou abbut 
there? Give an account of thy lonely 
doings V^ 

" I live in dying,^^ returned he with a 
fearful grin. 

" Whose are the bones on thy clothes ?'^ 

*' They are relicks, young mastcF.*^ 

" Art a pilgrim then ?^' 
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" Ceaseless, restless ; up the land, down 
the land/' 

" Thou shalt not perish here in the 
snow/' 

" That will I not." 

" Thou shalt place thyself beside me 
on my horse/' 

" That will I." 

And instantly with unexpected strength 
and nimbleness he was up out of the 
snow, and sat behind Sintram, embracing 
him with his long arms, upon the horse, 
which started at the clattering of the 
bones, and, as if seized with a frenzy, gal- 
loped thence through the most pathless 
valleys. Soon the boy found himself 
alone with his strange companion; in 
the far distance the terrified Rolf vainly 
spurred and puffed after the on-rushing 
pair. 

Aftergliding down from a snow-covered 
mountain-wall, but without falling, the 
steed became somewhat fainter in a nar- 
row chasm, and though he yet frothed 
and foamed as before, and the boy was 
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Still qnable to master him, yet bis breath- 
stopping course changed itself into a wild, 
irregu&r ttot, and there arose between 
Sintram and the stranger the following" 
discourse : 

'' Thou pale man, draw thy garments 
in tighter; so the bones will not clatter, 
and I shall tame my horse.'^ 

" It boots not, my boy, it boots not: 
the bones have got a way of so dotDg. - 

" Squeeze me not so tightly with thy 
long arms. Thine arms are so cold/' 

}^ Can not otherwise, my boy, can not 
otherwise. And be content. Still my. 
long cold arms will not squeeze in thy 
heart.'' 

^^ Blow not so upon me with thy frozen 
breath. Thereat all my strength is going 
from me*" 

^' Must blow, my boy, must blow. But 
bewail not thyself. I shall not yet blow 
thee away." 

The strange discourse had an end, for 
contrary to expectation Sintram came out 
upon a bright sun-illumined snow-plain. 
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and saw the castle of bis father lying at at 
short distance from him. While still 
musing, whether he should amd might 
invite the ghastly pilgrim to go with him, 
, the latter relieved him from all doubt by 
Suddenly springing from the horse, which 
halted in its wild speed surprised. There* 
upon he said to the boy with up^raised 
forefiriger: 

" I know the old Biorn Flame-eye very" 
well ; only perhaps more than all-too»weIK 
Greet him from me. My aame he doe& 
not need to learn. He will know me 
already from the description.^^ 

Herewith the pale stranger turned inta 
a close fir-copse, and vanished rattling 
amidst the thickly interwoven branches* 

Slowly and thoughtfully Sintram rode 
upon his now altogether quiet and ex- 
hausted steed, step by step towards the 
hall of his fathers. He scarcely knew 
aright, what he had to relate of his won- 
derful journey, and what not; moreover 
his anxiety for the pious Rolf who had 
remained behind, pressed powerfully upou 
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his heart ; when he found himself, before 
he yet thought of it, at the castle-gate. 
The bridges rattled down, the doors 
opened ; a servant conducted the young 
master into the great hall, where Sir Biorn 
9at quite alone at a very large table, be- 
hind a number of flasks and goblets, as it 
were built round with erected harnesses. 
Such namely was his way of having com- 
pany daily, that he let the armour-suits 
of .his ancestors with closed visors stand 
and sit round about his table. 

And father and son began to discourse 
with one another in following guise: 

« Where is Rolf?" 

" I know not, Sir father. He strayed 
from me in the mountains.'^ 

" I will have Rolf shot, because he 
knows not better to guard my only child.^' 

*' Then may you. Sir father, have your 
only child shot with him; for without 
Rolf I know not how to live, and where 
an arrow, or any other dart is to fly at 
him, there will I place myself in the way 
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of the pointed weapon^ and guard with 
my thoughtless breast his faithful pious 
heart/^ 

"So ?— Ha, then Rolf shall not be shof, 
bat I will drive him from the castle/^ 

" Then may you, Sir father, see me - 
also run away with him from thence, and 
I will serve him as his faithful squire in 
forest and mountain and vale/^ 

" So ? — Aye, then truly Rolf must re^ 
main here/^ 

" That think I too. Sir father.^^ 

" Hast thou travelled quite alone ?'^ 

" No, Sir father, but on the contrary 
with a strange pilgrim ; he said, he knew 
yo« well, or truly all-too-well.^^ 

And hereupon Sintram began to relate 
and to describe all that was known to him 
of the pale man.^ — " I know him too right 
well,'^ said Sir Biorn. " He is half mad, 
half wise, as such things truly are at times 
wont to meet together most strangely in us 
men. But thou, my boy, betake thyself 
. to rest after thy wild journey. Thou hast 



AND HIS COMPANIONS. 33 

my word of honour, that Rolf shall be 
well and kindly received, yea shall even 
be sought for in the mountains, in case he 
remains out too long.'' 

" I rely upon you, Sir Father,^' replied 
Sintram half humbly, half sullenly, and 
did according to the dark castle-lord's 
cdmimand* 
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FOURTH CHAPTER. 

low ARDS evening Sintram awoke again* 
He saw the good Rolf sitting by bis 
coucb, and smiled witb unwonted cbildly 
cbeerfulness into tbe friendly countenance 
of tbe faithful-bearted old man. Soon 
bowever bis dark eyebrows drew together 
somewhat sullenly, and be asked : 

" How did my father receive thee, 
Rolf? Did he say an unkind word to 
thee ?^^ 

" Not just that, dear young master. 
Rather be did not speak to me at all. 
At first be looked at me quite angrily; 
then he constrained himself, and ordered 
a servant to refresh me well with wine 
and food, and afterwards to conduct me 
hither unto you.^^ 

" He migbVhave kept bis word better. 
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But he is my father, and one must not 
weigh things so nicely. — I will to sup- 
per/*^ 

At the same time he sprang up, and 
threw on his fur cloak. But Rolf step- 
ped entreatingly into his way, and said: 
" Dear young master, you would do bet- 
ter to eat in your chamber to day. With 
your father is company, in which I like 
not to see you. I will tell you too pretty 
stories and songs.^^ 

^' That I should like above all other 
things in the world, dear Rolf,'^ returned 
Sintram. '^ Only it is not given unto 
me to avoid any man whatsoever. Tell 
me, whom should I find then with my 
father."" 

^^ Ah, young master,"" said the old man, 
" you have already found him in the 
mountains. Aforetime, while I was yet 
forced to ride about with Sir Biorn, we 
also now and then met him, but I would 
not tell you any thing of him, and in the 
castle he is arrived to-day for the first 
time."" 
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" So, 80 ! The mad pilgrim !" replied 
Sintram, and remained awhile standing in 
deep thought, as if reflecting. At length 
he suddenly started up and said : '^ Thou 
good old friend, I would much rather 
remain this evening quite alone with thee 
and thy stories and songs ; and. all the pil- 
grims in the whole world should not en- 
tice me away from this quiet chamber. 
Only one thing is to be*considered here. 
I feel a kind of shyness of that pale, pine- 
high man, and such things a knight^s:son 
must not suffer to have pluce in him. Be 
not angry with me, my Rolf, but I must 
now thoroughly look the pilgrim into hk 
wondrous face.^^ 

And herewith he closed the chamber 
door, and walked with strongs sounding 
steps towards the hall. 

The pilgrim and Sir Biorn sat opposite 
to one another at the great table, on wfaich 
niany torches burnt, and it was stf ange 
to behold^ horn amidst the jnamy lifeless 
harnesses the two hrgh. and- pate fiirms 
moved and eat and drank. 
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While the pilgrim looked round towards 
the entering boy, Sir Biorn said : " Him 
you already know ; it is my only child, 
and your travelling companion of this 
forenoon/' 

The pilgrim fastened a long look upon 
Sintram, and returned, shaking hrs head : 
" that I yet should not at all know it !'* 

H€l:e the boy^ interrupted him hnpa-^ 
tiently : ^^ now I must confess, you share 
into very unequal portions ! You believed 
you- knew my father all* too* well, and me, 
as it seems, you. know aiUtoo-i-ill: Look 
me in the fece. Who' let you ride with 
him on his borse^ and whose good bbiBe 
did you in return startle and madden- ? 
Speak, if yotr cajn V^ 

Sir Biorn smiled shaking his heady but 
very well contented, as he was ever wcmt 
to be wiih the wildest behaviour of fak 
son. The pilgritn on the contrary, full of 
anxious alarm, drew himself together, a^ 
if a fisarfuUy over-mighty power threat*^ 
ened him. At last in almost silly djstoay 
he brought forth the words : " Yes^ yes^ 
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ttiy dear young hero, you are most per- 
fectly right; you are quite right in all^ 
whatsoever you may choose to bring for- 
ward.^' 

Here the castle-lord laughed out loudly, 
and cried ; " Hey pilgrim man, hey man 
of wonders, how is it then now with thy 
stangely arrogant admonitions and say- 
ings? Has the boy thus at once made 
thee dumb and faint ? Guard thyself, thpu 
prophet-messenger, guard thyself!*^ 

But the pilgrim cast over a fearful look 
at SirBiorn, before which his Flame-eyes 
almost threatened to go out, and spake 
with solemn, thundering voice : " Be- 
tween thee and me, my old man, it is 
another thing. We have nothing to re- 
proach one another with. And listen 
awhile ; I will sing thee a little song to 
the lute.^^ — He stretched back his hands, 
where there hung from the wall a forgot- 
ten, scarcely half-stringed guitar, which 
however be with wonderful power and 
skill was able after a few touches to put 
into order again, and began this song to 
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the deep, melancholy tones of the instru- 
ment : — 

'^ The flower was my owd, was my own ! 
But I gambled away my heavenly right 3 
But I to a servant am changed from a knight^ 
Through my sin^ through my sin alone. - 
The flower was thy own> wast thy own 1 
Why hehTst thou not fast to thy heavenly right ? 
Thou servant of sin> no longer a knight^ 
Now Brt thou thus drearily lone.*' 

" Beware/^ cried he then with yelling 
voice, and tore the strings thereto vio- 
lently, that they all burst asunder agaiii 
with a wailing shrrek of sorrow, and a 
cloud of dust gushed strangely up out of 
the woodwork of the old guitar, surround* 
ing the singer as with a vapoury cloud. 

Sintram had looked at him sharply 
during the singing, and it seemed to him 
at last incomprehensible, that this man 
could be one and the same with his 
travelling companion. Yea, the doubt 
mounted in him almost to the certainty 
of a change, when the stranger again 
looked round at him with anxious dismay. 
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excusing himself and bowing deeply bung 
the guitar in its old place, and then ran 
out of the hall dismally alarmed, in strange 
contrast with the high-spirited, solemn 
aspect, which he bad borne towards Sir 
Biorn. 

Upon the latter the boy's eyesr ndw fdl, 
and he saw him leaning back lifbliess in 
his seat, as if stricken with an apoplexy. 
Sintram's shriek called the pious Rolf 
and other servants into the hall^ and only 
after laborious painstaking did the castles- 
lord awaken before their united efforts, 
altbough with ever bewildered looks, and 
quietly and yieldingly allow himself to 
be laid to rest. 
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FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Thb knight, at other times so thoroughly 
healthy, was visited after this singular 
accident by a sickness, during which he 
evermore talked disorderedly, but with 
full assurance declared, he should and 
must recover. He laughed contempt 
tuously at his attacks of fever, and scoffed 
at them for venturing thus powerlessly and 
without need to assail him. Oftentimes 
also he murmured unto himself: ^^ that 
was not the right one yet, that was not 
the right one; there must be still another 
out in the cold moun^tains.^^ 

At these words Sintram every time 
involuntarily started. They seemed to 
him to. confirm his suspicion, that he who 
had ridden with him on one horse, and 
he who had sat at table in the castle,^ 
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were two q.uite different persons ; and he 
knew not wherefore, but this thought had 
something intensely fearful for him. 

Sir Biorn recovered, and seemed to 
have entirely forgotten the history of the 
pilgrim. He hunted in the mountains, 
he fought out many a wild feud, and the 
up-growing Sintram became his almost 
hourly companion, while with everyy^ar 
a fearful strength of body and of mind 
unfolded itself more and more in the 
youth. He was regarded with awe, 
wherever he showed himself with his 
pale, sharp face, his dark, rolling eyes, 
his tall, nervy, somewhat spare form; 
and yet nobody hated him, not even 
such as in his wildest humours he had 
affronted or injured. It might also pro- 
ceed from the friendly neighbourhood of 
the old Rolf, who always retained a soft- 
ening influence over him; but most of 
those, who had known the Lady Verena, 
while she yet lived in the world, asserted 
that over Sintram^s altogether dissimilar 
features there yet hovered a soft gleam 
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of bis mother's gentleness, and won their 
hearts towards the youth. 

Once, It was just about the beginning 
of spring, Biorn and his son had hunted 
on the sea-shore, and that upon foreign 
domains : less for. the sake of their plea* 
sure in the chase, than in order to bid 
defiance to a hated neighbour, and thus 
perhaps to kindle a feud. Sintram was 
about this season, when he had just with- 
stood his yearly, fearful winter-dream, 
usually still wilder and greedier for battle 
than at other times. Today it vexed 
him bitterly, that the foe did hot come 
out of his castle, to forbid their hunting 
with armed hand, and he execrated with 
the fiercest expressions his tame patience 
and efieminate peaceableness. Just then 
a young, impetuous trooper among his 
train galloped shouting up to himi and 
cried ; *' Be of good cheer, dear young 
master ! I wager all will still go, as you 
and we desire it. 1 was spurring after a 
wounded wild beast along the sea-shore, 
when there floated towards me sails and 
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a. vessel with brightly armed men. What 
ace the odds, but your foe thinks of falling 
upon you from the side of the coast?" 

Merrily and secretly Sintraoi called 
together all his hunting companions, re- 
solved this time to take the cofnbat upon 
himself quite atone, and then march vic- 
torious with prisoners and conquered 
arms to greet his father with a bold sur- 
prise. . 

Well acquainted with all the hollowsi 
copses, and cliff-tracks of the shore, the 
bunters had quickly concealed theinaelyes 
round about the anchoring-place, and sd-f 
ready the strange vessel rocked nearer 
with swelling sails, already it lay quietly 
in the bay, and the seafarers began in 
mirthful carelessness to mount upon the 
land. 

Glorious and noble above them all ap- 
peared a knight in blue steel armour, 
richly decorated with gold. His unco- 
vered head — (he bore his costly, entirely 
golden helmet hanging from his left arm) 
— ^gazed kingly-wise around, and pleasant 
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was his face to behold, curkd round with 
dark brown hair, with gracefully pointed 
whiskers, beneath which his fresh mouth 
smiled forth, and allowed two rows of 
pearl-white teeth to be seen. 

The young Sintrani felt as if he had aU 
ready seen this hero in some other place, 
and he stood awhile motionless. But 
suddenly he raised his arm to give the 
appointed signal for attack. In vain the 
piousf Rolf, who bad just now with diffi* 
culty reached the wild youth, whispered 
in his ear, that these were by no means 
the foes whom he expected, but unknown 
and assuredly highly noble strangers.— 
" Be they who they will 1" murmured 
back the enraged Sintram : ^' they have 
whetted me into foolish expectation, and 
shall repent it. Say not aught against it, 
as thou lovest thy life and mine/^ And 
instantly he gave the sign, and thick as 
hail, hurled spears whizzed on every side, 
and the Norwegian warriors rat tk^i for- 
ward with light-enihg 9Words. 

They found opponents as l»'av6<as they 
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could ever wish for themselves, and per- 
haps even something beyond it. More 
of the assailers than of the assailed kiy 
instantly in blood, and the strangers 
seemed to understand the Northern way 
of fighting surprisingly well. The knight 
in the steel harness decorated with gold 
had not been able in the hurry to cover 
himself with the helmet, but it was as if 
he did not once deem it worth the trouble. 
His gleaming sword guarded him safely 
enough ; yea, he even knew how to catch 
the flying spears therewith, as he swung 
it round with lightning-speed, and so 
forcibly to beat them off, that they some- 
times fell cracked in twain upon the 
ground. 

. Sintram had at the beginning been un- 
able to press forward to him, because all 
hungering for the seizure of such a prey 
kept crowding together around the glit-* 
tering hero; but now, wherever the 
stranger might turn, the way was broad 
enough, and Sintram sprang towards him 
with his high^swinging sword shouting a 
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war-cry, " Gabrielle !*^ cried the knight, 
and easily catching the mighty stroke, 
ran in upon Sintram, stretched him upon 
the ground with a stupendous thrust of 
his sword-hilt against his breast, and in- 
stantly knelt down upon him clenching a 
lightening dagger ioxmediately before the 
eyes of the astonished youth. Like walls 
his quickly banded warriors stood all. of 
a sudden round about him ; Sintram 
seemed lost without hope. 

ft 

He resolved to die as becomes a bold 
warrior ; he therefore stared upon the 
nigh weapon of death unshaken by it, 
with large, widely opened eyes. 

Now while he was thus gazing upwards^ 
it was unto him as if there appeared 
suddenly in the sky a wondrously beau- 
tiful woman's form in garments pf hea- 
venly blue glittering with gold. " Truly 
our ancestors were after all in the right 
about the ValkyrierP' murmured he. 
" Strike, thou conquering stranger!" 

That however the knight did not, nor 
had any Valkyria shown herself, but the 
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beautiful housewife of the stranger hero, 
who had just now stepped forward upon 
the high brink of the ship, and thus shone 
into the eye of the upward-looking Sin- 
tram. 

" Folko,'^ cried she with sweet voice, 
V^ thou high baron without reproach! I 
know thou sparest the vanquished/^ 

Up sprang the hero with noble cour- 
teisy, stretched forth his hand to the con- 
quered youth, and said : — " Thank the 
noble lady of Montfadcon for thy life and 
thy freedom. Art thou however so ut- 
terly bare of all good, that< thou wouldest 
begin the battle yet another time: lo, 
here I stand, do thou fall upon me !^^ 

ButSintram sank deeply ashamed upcoi 
bis knees> and wept, for he had long since 
heard of the renown of this his kinsman^ 
tbeNorman knight, Folko of Montfisiucon, 
and of the loveliness of his gentle house- 
wife Gabrielle. 
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;S1XTH CHAPTER. 

1 HE baren looked wonderingly upon his 
strange foe; but as he more and more 
regarded him, reoollectiohs mounted up 
Within him, admonishing him of the 
Northern stem, wherefrom his ances- 
tors had branched, and with which he 
had always held a friendly intercourse. 
A golden bear's claw buckling together 
Sintram's upper garment a^ last made all 
<:ertain to him. 

'* Hast thou not,'^ asked he, *^ a high 
and mighty cousin, called the sea-king 
Arinbiorn, who wears vulture's wings of 
beaten gold upon his helmet ? And is 
•not thy father Sir Biorn ? For I conceive^ 
that the bear's claw upon thy breast is ^ 
fannily and heraldic token." 

9. 
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SiDtram confirmed all this with deep, 
humble shame. 

The knight of Montfaucon then gravely 
raised him up, and said softly : ^* Then 
we are kinsmen to one another; but never 
should I have thought, that any member 
of our honourable house could have fallen 
upon a peaceful man without all cause^ 
and yet moreover without a warning/^ 

*^ Slay me,^^ returned Sintram, " in 
case I am yet worthy to die by such no- 
ble bands. I can no longer look upon 
the light of the sun.^^ 

*^ Because thou art vanquished y^ asked 
Montfaucon. 

Sintram shook his head in denial. 

'^ Or because thou hast committed an 
unknightly deed ?** 

The youth^s burning blush of shame 
said Yes. 

•* Then must thou not wish to die/^ 
continued Montfaucon, '' rather make 
amends for thy failing, and glorify thy- 
self by many noble actions. Lo, thou 
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art blessed with bravery and strength of 
body, and doubtless also with the eagle* 
eye of a commander. I would strike thee 
a knight without more ado, hadst thou 
fought in a good cause, even as now thou 
hast in a bad one. Aet in such manner 
that I may speedily do it* There may 
still be made of thee a vessel of high 
honour/' 

. A, mirtbful sound of hautboys and siU 
vcar ^^ymbals interrupted the discourse* 
Gabrielle, beautiful iA the morning, came 
on the shore followed by her women, and 
being informed by Folko in a few worda 
who his late opponent was, she took 
the whole fight as a prize-combat, say- 
ifig : ^^ You must not let yourself be 
cast down, noble sir, that my wedded 
lord has won the prize, for know, that 
upon the whole earth there lives unto tl)is 
hour only one single hero, from whom the 
Baron of Montfaucoo ha^ not borne away 
the victory. And who knows,'Vcop- 
tijauec] she half playfully, " how that too 
loight feavfJ tujn^d out, but he was pur- 
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posed in those days to win from me my 
magic ring, from me, who yet was as- 
signed unto him as his lady by God and 
by my own heart/** 

Foiko bowed smiling over the snow- 
white hand of his affectionate mistress, 
and then desired the youth"^ to conduct 
him to the castle of his father. Rolf im- 
dertook the care about the unlading of 
the horses and valuables in great joy, 
for it seemed to him, as if a female 
angel had appeared, in order to soften liis 
dear young master, and to heal him also 
ftx)m every earlier curse. 

Sintram had sent messengers round 
about to seek his father, and to announce 
the noble guests to him. . They therefore 
found Sir Biorn already in his castle, and 
every thing prepared for their festive re- 
ception. Gabrielle entered with some 
shuddering into the heaven-reaching dvk 



* This alludes to an incident in " The Magic 

Ring*** a romance by La Motte Eooqu^, wherein 

''^Y of Ihe same characters are ii 
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edifice, and looked still more timidly up-* 
go; the rolling flame-eye of the castle- 
lord ; the pale, dark-haired Sintram too 
now seemed to her very terrible, and she 
sighed unto herself: ^' O, to what a dis- 

« 

mal visit, my knight, hast thou conducted 
me ! O, that we were there at home in* 
my blooming Gascony, or in thy knightly. 
Normandy V^ 

But the solemnly noble reception, the 
deep, truly respectful submission before 
her . loveliness, and the knight of Mont- 
faucon^s glory, raised up her spirits again,- 
and soon was her uightingale-like delight' 
in every thing new quite pleasingly awak- 
ened by the unwoi>4ed, significant appear- 
ances of this strange world. Besides 
every womanly timidity could only trem- 
ble through her for a moment, when near 
unto her lord. She knew too well be- 
neath what a mighty heroes protection 
the high Baron of Montfaucon held all that 
was dear to him and entrusted to his care. 

Through the great ball, wherein they 
had seated themselves, Rolf now passed 
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with the servants of the strangers and 
tbeiir baggage up towaikls their apart^ 
meats. Gabrielle observed in passing 
bet gracefui lute, and ordered a pa^e to 
brii^ it to her, that she might try whether 
the beloved instrument had not buffered 
too much by the voyage. Ad she How 
tuning it, and bending over it with ten-^ 
der attention, let her wondrously beautiful 
fingers trip up and down the bright strings, 
a sillile, like the light of spring, passed 
over Biorn^s and Sin tram's dark (aces, and 
.t>oth sighed involuntarily : ^^ O, if she 
w6uld play and srng a little song thereto I 
That would be all too beautiful V The 
flattered lady looked up to^wards them 
smiling, nodded with friendly assent, and 
sang to the strings of her lute: — 

" When the flowers a^e appearing 

In the blithe month of May> 

Returns the gay strain. 

Each thing returns again^— * 

But one things ah one thing, has passed away. 

That one thing, too well I know what to call. 

Yet can I not, will I not tpeak it. 
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For once 'twas so kind unto me above allj 

And now in vain> in vain I seek it. 

Thou beautiful nightingale quaver not so 

To thy mate amid blossoms callings 

There's pain and woe 

To my heart in thy voice's gay swelling and faUing> 

Ah quaver not so I 

For the flowers are a]ipearing> 

And on clouds careering 

The blossomy May> 

And the one things the one thing so fine, 

O woe, which before was mine ! 

That is away." 

The two Norwegian heroes sat sunkeo 
in an unexampled manner in melanch<Jy 
musings. Sintram's eyes especially gleam** 
ed mildly, his cheeks were softly tinged 
with red, and all his features were soft-* 
ened, so that he might almost be regarded 
as one glorified. At this the pious Rolf, 
who had remained standing during the 
song, rejoiced with his whole heart, and 
raised his old faithful hands up to the 
dear God, thanking him right fervently. 

But Gabrielle in her astonishment could 
no more look away from Sintram. At 
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length she sard: " My young sir, now 
let me know what has 'moved you so 
very much in this little song? It \» 
nothing at all, but a mere simple lay of 
spring, such as the beautiful season calls 
forth by thousands with slight changes 
and the repetition of the selfsame images 
in my birth-place/^ 

" Have you such a birth-place, so 
highly wonderful, so measurelessly rich 
in songs ?^' cried Sintram with enthusiasm. 
" O then your more than earthly beauty 
no longer surprises me, no longer the 
power which you exercise over my rug- 
ged, bewildered heart ; for it is clear, that 
a paradise of songs must send forth such 
angel messengers over the rest of the yet 
unformed world /^ 

And at the same time he sank with 
deep, courteous humility upon both his 
knees before the beautiful lady. 

Folko smiled complacently upon him, 
but Gabrielle seemed in anxious conci- 
sion not to know what was to be done 
with the young, half wild, half tamed 
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NorwegiaD. After some consideration 
however she stretched out her fair hand 
to him, and said, gently raising him up: 
'' One who finds so much delight in song, 
must surely also know how to awaken it 
right pleasantly. There, take my lute, and 
let us hear some beautiful, spirited lay.^* 

But Sintram gently waved back the de- 
licate instrument, and said : " God pre- 
serve these gentle sounds, these slender 
strings from my unruly hand ! Even if I 
would flatter them friendly at the begin- 
ning, yet at length in the swing of the 
tones my wild in-dwelling spirit would 
come upon me, and it would be all over 
with the voice and with the shape of the 
lovely lute. No, allow me to fetch my 
mighty harp, with its strings of bear's 
nerves, and its brass-bound casement. 
For in truth I do feel myself inspired to 
sing and to play.^^ 

Gabrielle whispered half smiling, half 
terrified, her Yes, and swiflt as an arrow 
had Sintram borne in his strange in- 
strument, and began to its echoing, deeply 

D 2 
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powerful sounds with no less powerful 
voice the following song : — 



€C 



Whither, thou knight, o'er the stormy seaV 
*' My sails are spread for the south countree.'** 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
'^ I have waded about long enough through the 

snow. 
And now ivill I dance where the fields a«e aglow." 

O thou land with the beautifol blossoms ! 
By sunlight and starlight he steers away fast. 
And in Naples' bay his anchor is cast. 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
There a lovely-eyed maiden walks on the strand. 
Her hair it is bound with a golden band. 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
'^ God greet thee, God greet thee, thou maiden so 

fine! 
This very day thou must be mine." 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
'^ My lord, I am a margrave's bride 5 
This very morning the knot wiU be tied." 

O thou land with the beautiful bloss<)&& I 
*' Let him come and make proof of his sword on 

the knight. 
And he shall keep thee ^ho best can fight." 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
**' My lord, seek out another fere, 
A garland of fair ones blossoms here." 
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O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
*' On thee my mind has once been set^ 
And nought in the world that mind shall let." 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
Then the margrave came down and with wrath did 

rave. 
Then the Norman laid him in his grave. 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 
And thus said he merrily striking his shield^ 
'^ Now will I keep bride and castle and field 1'' 

O thou land with the beautiful blossoms ! 

Sintram was silent, but his eyes sparkled 
fiercely, and the strings of the harp still 
ever sounded in their boldest swing and 
echoed in the wildest eddies, Biorn had 
raised himself proudly up in his seat, 
stroked his mighty beard and joyously 
rattled his sword. 

Gabrielle trembled indeed at the wild 
song and at these strange forms, but only 
until she cast a look upon Sir Folko of 
Montfaucon, who sat smiling there in all 
his hero-strength, and calmly let the fierce 
clamour dash by him, as if it were the 
raging of the autumnal tempest. 
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SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Some weeks after this. Sin tram came 
down at the evening twilight-hour very 
muqh disturbed into the castle-garden. 
However mildly Gabrielle^s presence 
lulled him into pious thoughts, as fear- 
fully wild on the contrary did he feel in 
spirit, whenever she disappeared for an 
instant out of the social circle. So was 
it at present, after she had been long and 
kindly reading to his father Biorn out of 
an old romance-book, and had now walked 
back agaiii into her apartments. The 
voice of her lute indeed soundeddown from 
thence into the garden, but it was as if 
this very sound drove the bewildered youth 
still more impetuously along through 
the shade of the hundred-yeared elms. 
Bending rapidly round a woody corner 
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he came unexpectedly quite close upon 
tometbing, against which he had almost 
run, and which at first sight seemed to 
him like a little bear standing upright^ 
with a long, strangely crooked horn upon 
its head. He started back dismay ed» 
when it addressed him with a somewhat 
hoarse human voice : ^' Knightly blood, 
young brave knightly blood, whence ? 
Whither? Wherefore thus frightened?'^ 
-r-^and he now first saw, that he bad a 
little elderly man before him, muf&ed in 
rough furs, so that one could distinguish 
little of his features, with a high, wondrous 
feather upon his cap.-— " Whence thou? 
And whithec thouP^ cried Sin tram sul- 
lenly back. " For this is the fitting 
question. What hast thou to do in our 
castle-gardeii, thou hideous little man ?'' 
" Now, now,';^ laughed the other, " I 
think ; such as I am, I am just big enough. 
For truly^one cannot always be a giant. 
And for the rest, whaw3^evil find you in 
my going about here a snail-hunting ? 
Snails at least belong not to the noble 
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beasts of prey, whom your experienced 
knighthood has reserved solely and alone 
for its own chase.; I on the contrary 
know how tp prepare fine, racy drinks 
from, them, atid have already caught a 
sujfficiency for to-day; wondrous, fat crea- 
tures, with cunning, human faces, and 
long hotns winding in an unheard of 
manner on their heads. Will you look 
at them, young master ? There !" 

And he unbuttoned and pulled about 
his fur garments ; but Sintram, seized with 
a shuddering disgust, said : '^ Fie ! Ihate 
such creatures. . Havq done, and give me 
an account instead, who and what thou 
really art.^^ • 

y "Are you then so very much taken 
by names ?" replied Ahe dwarf. " Let it 
suffice you that I ani a learned master in 
each most secret knowledge, and passing 
rich in the oldest and most thickly tangled 
histories. Young master, if you were but 
ever to hear th ens! -—But you are afraid 
of me/^ 

''Afraid of thee!'^ laughed Sintramwildly. 
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*' It has already befallen your betters/' 
muttered the little Master, ^* only that 
they were just as little willing that it 
should find utterance/' 

" To show thee the contrary/' said 
Sintram, " I will remain with thee till the 
moon stands high in heaven. But thou 
must tell me thy history." 

The dwarf nodded pleased, and while 
they both paced up and down a distant 
elm-walk, he took up his speech in the 
following manner : 

" There was many hundred years since 
a handsome young knight, whom they 
called Sir Paris of Troy, and he was a 
dweller in the glowing south country, 
where there are the sweetest songs, the 
most fragrant flowers, and the most ra- 
vishing women's forms. Thou too for- 
sooth knowest how to sing a little song 
thereof, young master ? ' O thou land with 
the beautiful blossoms !' Is it not so ?" 

Sintram bowed his head in assent, and 
a hot sigh flowed from his breast. 

" Now," continued the little Master, 
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" this Paris had a way, such as one fre- 
quently finds there, and they know how 
to sing quite delicate rhymes thereof: 
he lived whole moons long in a shepherd's 
garb, and wandered round about in the 
woods and fields piping and feeding lambs. 
There once upon a time three beautiful 
enchantresses appeared to him, who dis- 
puted about a golden apple, and would 
know from him which of them was the 
fairest, for she should keep the golden 
fruit. And the one was skilled in bestow- 
ing thrones and sceptres and crowns, the 
other made people wise, the third could 
brew love-potions and utter love-charms, 
so that the most glorious women must be 
kind to one. Then each laid before the 
shepherdly knight her best gifts, that he 
might decree the apple unto her. Now 
he delighted in tender women far above 
all things in the world, and he therefore 
said that the third was the fairest, and she 
called herself Venus. The other two 
departed thence in wrath, but Venus 
desired him to don his knightly harness 
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again, and to put on his cap with the 
floating plume, and thus she conducted 
him to a shining castle, which was caK 
led Sparta, and the rich Duke Menelaus 
ruled therein with his young Duchess 
Helen. She was the fairest lady in all 
the earth, and the enchantress wished to 
bestow her upon Paris in return for the 
golden trinket. This gave Paris entire 
contentment, and he wished for nothing 
better; only the question was, how should 
it be brought about ?^^ 

" This Paris must have been a pretty 
knight !'' thus Sintram interrupted the 
story. ** Such things are easily settled. 
The husband is called out to battle, and 
whoso wins, keeps the lady.^' 

'^ But the Duke Menelaus was bound 
to the knight by the rites of hospitality,^* 
said the narrator. 

*^ Hark, little Master,** cried Sintram, 
*' then he should have begged the en- 
chantress for another fair woman, and 
instantly saddled his steed, or weighed 
his anchor, and awav.** 
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** Aye, aye, that is easily said 1^^ returned 
the old One. " But had you only seen 
how ravishing the Duchess Helen was. 
There no change could haveplace/^ — And 
with glowing words he began to paint the 
beauty of the wonderful woman, but fea- 
ture after feature the picture resembled 
Gabrielle, and Sintram tottered so that 
he was forced to leaa against a wall of 
trees. Then the little Master remained 
standing opposite to him laughing, and 
asked : 

" How now, would you still have ad- 
vised the poor Sir Paris to fly ?^^ 

" Tell me only quickly how it was/^ 
stammered Sintram. 

" The enchantress behaved honourably 
towards the knight,^^ continued the old 
One. " She told him immediately be- 
forehand, that if he carried away the 
beautiful Duchess to his fortress Troy, it 
would be his own, and his castle's, and his 
whole race'd ruin, but that ten years long 
he might defend himself in Troy, and be 
glad in Helen's sweet love.'' 
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''And be accepted it, or he wa^ a das* 
tard!^* cried the youth. 

*• Verily/^ whispered the little Master, 
" verily he accepted it. And should I 
not have done so myself? Look you, ray 
young hero, it came to pass then, almost 
as it comes to pass this very day. The 
just upriseci moon looked in secretly and 
duskily from amidst clouds through the 
high' entangled branched of the garden 
trees. Leaning upon an andestral trunk, 
just as you do now, stood the 8liit],glow« 
ing Sir Paris, and at his side the enchant 
tress Venus, but disguised and bewitched, 
so that she may not have appeared much 
handsomer than I am. And in the silver 
light of the moon, through the midst 
of the whispering branches, there came 
floating towards them, in her lonely wan- 
derings, the formof the de9ired,wondrous- 
ly beautiful mistress.^^ — 

He was silent, and, as if in the mirror 

« 

of his intoxicating words, at that Very 
moment Gabrielle truly and verily floated 
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towards them in lonely musing down 
the elm-walk. 

"Man, fearful Master, what shall I 
call thee? What wilt thou be doing 
with me ?^^— thus whispered the trem-* 
bling Sin tram. 

" Thou knowest thy father's mighty 
stone-castle on the moon-rock ?*^ returned 
the old One. " The warder and servants 
there are faithful and devoted to thee. 
It will hold out a ten years' siege, and 
the little door here towards the moun* 
tains stands open, as the castle-door in 
the ducal palace of Sparta did to Sir 
Paris.'* 

And truly, the youth saw through a 
door in the wall, unaccountably left open, 
the distant, thickly entangled mountains 
shine towards him in the moonlight. 

" And,'' laughed the little Master, re- 
peatingSintram's former words, — "and, if 
he accepted it not, he was a dastard." 

At this moment Gabrielle stood close 
beside him ; with a slight motion of his 
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arm he might have embraced her, and a 
ray of moonlight suddenly bursting forth 
illumined and glorified her heavenly 
beauty. The youth was already bending 
forwards : — 

'' My God and Lord> 

Far from him ward 

Of worldly sin the fiirrows ! 

Grant him a place 

Before thy face. 

Though after countless sorrows !** 

These words were sung at the selfsame 
instant by the old Rolf from the castle- 
font, at the silent brink of which he was. 
solitarily praying to heaven, full of anxi- 
ous forebodings, and they penetrated to 
Sintram's ear, and Sintram stpod as if 
charmed, and drew a cross, and the little 
Master hopped with strangely helpless 
speed on one leg through the door, and 
dashed it to jarringly behind him. 

Gabrielle started back terrified by the 
wild noise. Sintram softly approached her, 
and said, offering her his arm : '^ Allow 
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me to conduct you home into the castle- 
hall. The night is at times somewhat 
awful and wild in our Northern moun- 
tains/^ 
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EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

Thet found the two knights within at 
their cups, Folko was relating in his 
wonted, friendlyi lively manner, and Biorn 
listened somewhat darkly, but so that it 
seemed as if the clouds were almost 
against his will clearing more and more 
away before a pleasing contentment. 

Gabrielle greeted the baron smiling, 
beckoned to him to continue, and took 
her seat beside Sir Biom full of cheerful 
attention-. Sintram stood gloomily and 
dreamily by the fire, and stirred about 
the coals, which cast a strange glow upon 
his pale countenance. 

" And above all the German merchant 
ports," continued Montfaucon, " the city 
of Hamburgh is great and noble. We in 
Normandy gladly see her merchants land 
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upon our coasts, and are ever ready to as- 
sist the pious, prudent men with word and 
deed. Hence was I, when I once arrived 
at Hamburgh, received with great honour. 
Besides I had just found them^ in a feud 
with a neighbouring count, and had at 
the very beginning used my sword for 
them bravely and victoriously/' 

" Your sword ! your knightly hefo- 
sword !'' thus Biorn interrupted him, and 
the old flajning glow mounted into his 
eye. ^^ Against a knight ! For hawkers 
and pedlars !*' 

" Sir,*' said Folko calmly, " how the 
barons of Montfaucon choose to use their 
swords, has always stood with them, with- 
out any third person's interference, and I 
purpose to transmit this good custom just 
as I have inherited it. If this displease 
you, say so openly. Hereby however I 
forbid you every unbeseeming word 
against the Hamburghers, who, I have 
already informed you, are my friends." 

Biorn sank his proud eye and the glow 
therein died away. He said with ^ low 
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rdice : '^ Speak oh, high baron, you are in 
the right and I in this wrong/^ 

Then Folko sttetched forth his friendly 
hand to him across the table^ and con- 
tinued thus in his relation! : 

♦* The dearest to tnfe of all my dear 
Hit^bufghers are two wonderfully expe- 

rien'ced persons, a father and his sop. 

• • • 

What h^ve thejr not seen and done in the 
distant ends of the earth, sind established 
in theit mother-city ! My life, God be 
praised^, x^dnhot be calli^d altogether poor, 
but cbmparied With the wise Gottbard 
Lenz aind his braVe ton Rudlieb I sbein 
to myself like a squire, who has been 
pteseiit at a couple of toun^aments, and 
besides that has at the utmost reached the 
bounds of his oWb forests oh his hunting 
parties. They have cbnvertied, subdued, 
gladdened the black men in lands which 
I know not how to tiame, and the richeisf 
which they brought back with theni from 
thehce they consecrate to the public use, 
just as if one could not do anything else 
therewith. When (hey return horpe ffom 
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their boldest voyages, they. hasten to the 
hospital they have established , and be- 
have themselves there as overseers, and 
at the same time as careful, humble ,at- 
tendants. And then they go to the sites 
of the fair towers and bulwarks, which 
they cause to be raised for the protectioii 
of their country, and then again thither, 
wbqre they cheerfully . and. hospitably 
entreat foreign pilgrims, and after all 
they sit at table in their own house with 
theirguests, rich and noble as lyings, and 
fresh and free-spoken as shepherds, and 
many tidings of the adventures they have 
encountered season the choice food .and 
the costly wine* There an^ong other 
things they related to me one, at which 
my hair stood on end, and perhaps I nxay 
find here amongst you nearer tidiujga, in 
what manner it really came to pasa. It 
was namely many years since, just about 
the holy Christmas time, that Gatthard 
and Rudlieb were dashed by a raging 
winter- storm against the Norwegian 
shores; the situation of the rock, upon 
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which their vessel was stranded, they are 
unable to describe accurately ; but thus 
much is certain : not far from tbence a 
mighty knight^s castle rose on high, and 
father and son betook themselves thither 
to request assistance and refreshment, as 
is customary and seemly amongst Chris- 
tian people, while they left their train 
with the shattered vessel. The castle- 
gate too was opened to them, and they 
thought all was .welt. But suddenly the 
court fills with armed men, all turning 
their sharp, steel-pointed lances against 
the helpless strangers, answering their 
Signified representations and friendly en- 
treaties partly with hollow sileflce,*partly 
with the hoarse laughter of scorn. At last 
a knight comes dqwn the steps with eyes 
all flaming — they know not whether it was 
a spirit, or a mad heathen— -who beckons, 
and the death-bearing lances close their 
circle nearer and hearer. Then sound 
the flute-tones of a gentle female voice, 
and call on the Saviour, and' in mad rage 
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the spectfies rattle c^nat one anotheri 
and the doors fly open, and Gotthard and 
Rudlieb save t}iemselve^ perceiving ^ 
they step forth an angeliqaily beautiful 
womafn through an iUi»iniiied window, 
Theyrset thereupon with anxious expe-* 
dition their leaky isfaip again afloat^ rathet 
^trusting themselves to the. s^ than to 
this horribly shore, and landed at last aft^ 
qaultifarious dangei^ in Denmark .-^Tbey 
think the evil castle 5f as a fortress of hea^ 
thens, but I hold it to (be a rutnonia tower 
deserted by oiefn, where belljsh alpectrels 
perhaps Rightly play their pranks ; £# tell 
me, what heathen could be sq: deviibsb, 
as to offer to a sUpwrecked claimant of 
his protection death instead of refrefijtvQent 
and aid?'* 

Biprfistared'fixedly forward, as if turned 
into stpne. But Sintram stepped from the 
fire to the table, and said: ^^Sir father, 
let us seek out the godless nest, and lay 
it even with the ground. I know not 
wherefore, but it cotees asi quite cfer* 
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taiii into my mind) that this hellish event 
is th6 sole gailty cause of my hideous 
dreams.*^ 

Biorn raised himself up in wrath against 
his son, and would perhaps have again 
uttered a fearful word, but God would 
not that it should be so ; for a pealing^ 
trumpet broke in upon this confused dis- 
course, the folding doors were solemnly 
opened, and a herald walked into the 
chamber.' 

He bowed sedately, and then spake : 
*^ I am sent by the old Earl Eirik. Two 
nights since he I'eturned home from his 
voyage in the Grecian secu He thought 
of taking vengeance on the island, which 
is calltid Chios?, because exactly fifty 
yedvi ago his father was slain there by the 
impferial soldierti. NoW your cousin, the 
sea-king Arinbiom, vi^as just thein lying 
at anchor iri the bajr, atirf spakte of atoned 
ment. But Eati EiHk would not hear 
thereof, and the ^ea-king Atrnbiorri said 
at last, that he '' would nevermore suflfer 
the island of Cliios td be lard wastei' be- 
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cause the lays of a primeval Greisian scaldy 
named Homer, were sung there quite 
glorioudy, and very choice wine more-, 
over was drunken there. From words 
they came to blows, and s^ mightily, did 
the sea-fking Arinbiorn fight,- that Earl 
Eirik lost. two ships, :and only with diffi- 
culty escaped upon a single, very, much 
injured vessel. The old Eirik hppes^ 
sometime to make the race of. the sea- 
king expiate this deed, since Arinbiorn 
himself is not yet at hand. Will thou, 
Biorn Flame-eye, now; give compensatioa 
to the earl in cattle and other mpney and 
goods, as he requires it ? v Or. wilt thou 
stand before him in battle seven nights 
from this day upon Niflung^s^ heath ?** 
, Biorn calmly bowed his head, and re- 
peated friendly : " Seven nights from this 
day then upon Niflung's heath/' — There- 
upon he held out to the herald a cup em- 
bossied with gold full of noble wine, say- 
ing:. " Drink out of it, and then place 
beneath thy cloak and take with .thee 
that whereout thou hast drunken*^^ 
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^* Greet thine earl also from the Baron 
of Montfaucon/' added Folko, " and I 
too will be present upoA Niflung^s heath, 
as the sea-king^s family-friend, and Biorn 
Flame-eye^sf cousin and guest /^ 
^ The herajd started visibly at the name 
of Mokitfducon, bbwed Very deeply, then 
gazed ^t the baron with reverent atten- 
tion, arid walked forth. 

Gabrielle smiled affectionately and free 
from care ' upon her knight, well ac- 
qtiatnted with his conquering^ rtimigith, 
and only asked : ^' Where shall I then 
cemaiji^ whilst thou- goest forth, Folko P^ 

"I thought,^^ replied Biorn, " you 
would be : content to remain here in my 
cbsllei fair lady. As Warder and servant, 
I iedve you my son behind.^^ 

Gabrielle mused for an instant, and 
Sintram, ■ turaiiig back towards the fire» 
spake lowly and darkly to the flanle that 
was- just fiercely blazing up again : '^ Aye, 
aye, thus Will it probably come to pass. 
It jb to me, aS'if the .Duke Menelaus was 
al0a;jui9ti then .away from castle Sparta^ 
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out upon a war-cruise, whefi t|ie glowing 
Sir Paris found the ravishiRg mistress at 
eve iq the garden/^ 

Bqt. Ga|)rielle shudderingi v^itl^Qqt 
knowing whereat, said on a sudfd^n : 
"Without thee, Folko? And sl^dU I 
then be deprived of thp joy pf i^^0g 
thee fight > And pf th,^ bioppi^r of iiurs- 
ing thee, in case a wpuqd strikes the€|>'^ 

Folko bowed gracefully . thiiplKing tiis 

mistmaa, ^ :^'^' "- ^^ i"^* ^i* 
thy kpight, if thou desirest it so, thou, 
his beautiful, inspiring star» It is a good 
old custom of the aprth countty fbrwo^ 
men to be present at the combats of their 
heroes, and no true Norman will approacfaf 
to disturb. the spot, whereftom they sink 
down the lights! of tbci? cyeft^-^Or,^^ 
asked he (looking over.at Biorn, ^^ is Earl 
Eii^ik perchance ^udwcHrtby of hig ances- 
tors y 

^y A' man of honour V^ vouched Biorn. 

'' Then deck thyself, theii deck thyself, 
my beauteous loveP^ said Folko, half 
singing add half speaking, ** and go fordi 
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with US as a glorious queen of the bat- 
tle/^ 
^^ Forth ! Forth with us unto the bat- 

■ 

tle!^^ sang the joyfully inspired Sintram; 
and all separated cheerfully and in hope, 
the others gqiiag (o rest, Sinjtratn into the 
forest. 
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NINTH CHAPTER. 

!Niflung's heath was a desolate, awful 
spot in Norway, It was said that the 
young Niflung, Hogne's son, the last of 
his race, had there darkly ended a melan- 
choly, un prosperous life. Many of the 
ancestral grave-stones stood round about, 
and on the single oaks, which here and 
there rustled over the plain, were the 
eyries of high and mighty eagles, which 
fought at times fiercely with one another, 
so that the heavy stroke of their wings 
and their angry scream could be distin- 
guished afar off over more inhabited 
countries, and the children in the cradles 
at times shuddered thereat, and the old 
people, who had fallen asleep by their 
hearths, started up terrified. 
The seventh night, the last before the 
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thy of battle, wais just breaking, when 
from the hills on both sides two warlike 
arrays came solemnly down : from the 
side of the evening Eirik the old, from 
Uj^e side of the morning Biorn Flame-eye ; 
tor custom required, that one should 
appear on the battle-field earlier than the 
appointed hour, to indicate :by/30^doi{ig, 
that the combat was not dreaded,- but 
sought. 

Folko immediately let his satin tent of 
heavenly blue, decorated . with , golden 
fringe, which be bore with him for the 
accommodation of his gentle housewife, 
be struck in the most convenient spot 
of. the heathy while Sintram, in herald's 
guise, ^ rode ovaer to the old Earl Eirik, to 
announce: to. him, that ttie wondisously- 
beautiful Gabrielle of Montfaucon was 
also journeying in' Sir Biorn's army, find 
woiild on the morrow behdld the battle' 
as.que^ti of. the field. Then* Eail Eirik 
bowad ^deeply at these pleasmgitrdtngfr,' 
and .odnuhanded : his scalds to begin a 
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song^ which sounded after the foUowiiig 
guiae: 

" ifreeborn warrian of £irik> 
Fetch forth your brightest ornaments^ 
Gird on your gayest arms for tomorrow*a gaoie^ 
Loi^ the bedrest of ladies 
' hoyftUibBt judgiteei^ wiB exerciiey 
iteziog^u^Km yodr fisats in the flaanog lirayv 
; (Over the m¥f^ of the,ocQan> 
Over meadow and forest^ 
Fame brought tidings to us of the baron bold. 
B(e Mes armed to attack us ' ' 
' ' High mid thie ranks of out fbemen. 
Folko eoiaai ! fiight fiertsdjr> fe IffliHk's ttieii !*' 
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The sfawige sounds floated brer the 
h^th into GabrieiEe's tent She had 
beenliccu^OflQeid to seetfaerenoiMi^of ber 
knight gliorified on ^1 sides, but ats his 
fiMBfie swelled up thus brBliaaUy oiitof the 
ibOttth of edemies towardsi the nightly 
heaves she had almost iaHen upoh her 
kbees before the gteat baton. But the 
court6ou9 Folko held her upright' willi 
graoeful demealnlour, and ptossed agiowiDg 
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klis iipon her band.soft as the down of 
swans, saying: vUato thee, O lovely mis* 
tress, bekMigr my deeds, and notiunto mei^^ 
Now when the m^t had passed aWay 
OTcr them, and: the East was hurning, how 
it Bathed smd rolled and sounded there on 
Niflang'si heath t Heroes donned their 
dntfxfitg hamewes, noble steeds tieighed, 
the ihoiiiing draught weni about in shin- 
ibg cqps of silver and gold, battle^bngs 
and harp-tones murmured ieiroiind. A 
jovial march arose on Biom's side from 
buntiDg* and walr^faorns. Montfaiieoii, 
wiih his squires and troopers in Uoe steel 
armour round about him, conducted his 
tailless tip a^bill, where she was sedure 
from the< flying spears, and could ft^ly 
oref look'the field of battle. The morning 
ligfhts played round her ^celebrating her 
beafuty, and as she passed close before 
Earl JSiirik^ camp, his ineo lowered dieir 
airms, the leaders deeply bowled their 
giant helmet«^plum^8;< Two of Montfou- 
Cdn^s pages remained ioibove in Gabi^ie^He^s 
service, restfoiniiif their love of fitting 
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not unwillingly for so gentle an office!. 
Then both atmies marched, by /greeting 
hejrand singing, took: their .places ready 
for battle, and the combat began « ^ $ •. 

V Merrily flew the N orwegihn spears from 
the: mighty' arms, daiihed .thunderingly 
back frbmjthe.shields swung up to oppose. 
tUeni, at tim^ also met one another 
dattiering in their flight : now/and. tbea a 
warrior in •( Biof n^s ' or Eirik's, ar^ay i fell 
sjlent.in bis blood. 1..; e . , / .» i.),;; 

, Then;* broke, forth Sir JFolko of Mont- 
fauconiwith" his squadron of Nocman 
horsemen; ''Again while -flying by, he. 
se^nt a greeting* up to Gabri^le with his 
lightening sword, and then. rushed with a: 
m^nyrvoiced, shouting war-cryjnjto ithe. 
left wing. of the foe. Eirik's!'irifarttry, 
pjredsmg up6ri tbejr kdees^stifetobefl forth 
their stifi* halberds firm as itron. again^st 
him ;? tnany a noble horse rear^i^d deadly 
\f Oubd^d, add . falling baOkiJards threw . 
hiindelf tod his ipdeir togf^^her upon t^^ 
groi;ind ;! many another tore 4own his fpe 
beniqathl him, at tbe'j saiste^ tim^ in bis. 
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death^s fall ; Folko flew through the midst^ 
unwounded he and his . battle-steed,. a 
multitude of chosen horsemen ;after him. 
Already confusion iaged .through therhos^ 
tile army, alreadyfiiomElamiei-eyeV bands 
advanced shouting victory, when a troop 

of horsemen under Earl Eirik threw fh^iiw 

» . _ 

selvefiS athwart the great baron; and whilst 
bis 'Normans,: (x>llectiDg rapidly,! drove 
after him- into the n^w line of foes,, the 
en^oiy^s in&ntry rolled itself up closerl 
and cjos^er tdgeth^r into a tight thick knot.' 
Qne heard, that this was'done in'conse* - 
quetice of the strangely yelling cry 6fi.a 
warrior in the middle. And scarcely had. 
this singular! order of- battle been formed,, 
when it flew asuixdei* again sbputiog. 
fearfully in every diiietstioui but wijh a, 
burstinig fofce, as Hfeck drives its flames, 
out: of: its. fathomless gulf. Biorp^s ^vari^, 
riors, who thought. of surrounding th$/ 
fOe, tottered: and. fell add fled befbri^ this. 
iftCoiHoei val^le fury; In vain did Sir Bior n 
platie J^iittid^lf against theBtr^am; he hifn- 
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idF was already iBeaffy t6ni aldn^ in Che 
universal flight. 

. Mute and motionless. Si ntram gazed 
upon the tumult, jfriendand foe. passed 
along before fain, and leach avoided him ^ 
a|sd lio one would hav?e any thing to do 
witiiliimf sd fearflil^yfea specti^like, was 
he to behold in hlssii^i rUge. >He tbo 
struck neither to^ihidTi^t) norio ilhe4eft j 
ther batif^-kxe rested, in !iis ^hand. But 
his dy es; flaihed migfati ly, tod seetq;^ tty 
bore tlir43ugh: the entmy^ cank^, as if hig 
must discover him who htid Ik up this 
wartike * Ar^izy* Herein be succief^d^. 
A ilttle, st^a^ely harnessed kna^, tsifrUh 
large golden boi^d upon Iris' bdmet,-aiid 
a visor strefdhing far 4i^ ward ^tvas leaning 
upon a fw<i»-edgt3dhalb^d, which at the 
€^ Was formed like a sickle, and looked 
as if seorfrfully laughing to a6d ko at the 
victoii^cis chaise of EfelkV warriors^ ahd 
the flight of the foes;—** That ik he V' 
cried Sintrbm. ^* That is he Who vtovAd 
make us runiaways befor^e Gabnelle's 
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eyes V^ — And swift as an arrow he rushed 
with a wild shout against him. 

The combat arose fiercely, but lasted 
only a short time. In spite of the bold 
skill of his foe, Sintram, availing himself 
of his far superior size, ^mote a crushing 
blow down upon the horned helmet, 
which wa? iiunj^ediately followe4 by 2^ 
gushing stream of bipod, w^iilst tbf, 
^punded man saci^ down groaning, andi 
s^tej ^ feytr hideoiis cpnvul^iQaSi stietched 

out hia Ufnbs stiffened by death. 

His fall seemed tb^ condition of the fall 
of Eirik's host. Even they, who had not 
sectn hidi perish; lost on a sudden their 
courage arid theif joy in fighting, retreated 
with uncertain footsteps, or ran full of 
wild despair up6n the halberds of the^ir 
foes. At the sfame ;tidie also had Mont* 
foucon, hfter a furious resistance, i^attered 
Eaii Eirik's iroo^ of horee, cast the earl 
himself out of his saddle, and taken him 
with liis own hand. Biorn Flame-eye 
stood victorious' in the middle of the field, 
the day was decided. 
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fENTH CHAPTER. 

Conducted by the great baron, Sintrabi 
walked, in the sight of both armies, with 
glowing cheeks and eyes humbly cast 
down. Up the hilU where Gabrielle stood 
in all her glittering beauty. Both the 
warriors sank before ber upon their knees, 
and Folko said solemnly: '* Lady, this 
youthful warrior of noble race has de- 
served the prize of this day^s victory. I 
pray you, will you bestow it upon him 
with your beautiful hand >'• •. 
. Gabrielle bowed friendly, loosened her 
blue-and-gold satin scarf, and knotted 

t 

tjiereto a sparkling sword, which a page' 
l^or^ upon a cushion of silver tissue/ 
Then she 9tretched forth the glorious«gift 
smiling towards. Sintram, who akbady 
bent to receive it ; but Giabi*ieltej5udflenlji' 
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Stopped, turned to Folko, and said : ''^No- 
ble banneret, shall not he, whom I. adorn 
with sword and scarf, rather be a knight ?'^ 
Light as a feather Folko sprang up, 
bowed deeply before his. mistress, and 
with solemn dignity bestowed upon the 
youth the stroke of knighthood. Then 
Oabrielle hung the sword around him, 
saying.: " For God and the honouif.of 
pure women, my yoUng hero, I saw you 
fight^ I saw you conquer, and my fervent 

prayer flew tpwards you. Fight and 
conquer; yet oftep, as today, that jfJt^e 
rays of your renown may lighten over 
intp my distant country/' 
. And on Folko's J3eseeching sign she 
offered to the new knight her tender lips, 
for a. kiss. 

Glowing through and through, but as 
it were hallowed, the deeply silent Sin- 
tram arose, and. hot tears streamed over 
his softepQd countenance, whilst the ac- 
claim and. the ' war-horns of^U the bands 
greeted the^lorified youth with deafening 
shouts. 
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But the old Rolf stood quietly by his 
side, gazed upon hift nursling's piously 
gleaiQing eyes, and prayed stilly and 
joyfull}^: 

." All feuds henceforward cease> 
Before this heavenly peace ! - 
The Evil One is slain." 

Biorn and Earl Eirik had meantime 
discoursed together in a r^ery lively, but 
not unfriendly manner, Xh^ con^uerox 

now led the conquered up the hill, and 
pr^kented him to the baron and to Gra* 
brielle, saying : " We are now become 
two allies out of two enemies, and I pray 
you, my dear guests and relatives, that 
you also would receive him with friendly 
graciousness, as one, who henceforth be- 
longs to us/* 

" Do it, do it !'* added l£irik smiling. 
*• I have indeed tried vengeance, but 
beaten by sea and by land, one must grow 
satisfied at l&t. And God be praised! 
dishonourably I have not been vanquished- 
neither by the sea-king on the Grecian 
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waters, nor upon Nifli^ng^s heath by 
you.^^ To this Sir Folko of Mont&ucon 
assented with & friendly hc^od-shak^, and 
the atonement was celebrated in the hear- 
tiest and most solepin manaer. Earl Eirik 
spake during this to GabrieUe in such^ 
Qpbly courteous wordd, that she looked 
upon the icy-gray, giantlyrlarge hero with 
a friendly smile of astonishmeAt^ and held 
forth to h}ta her woiidrously beautiful 
hand for £k kiss. 

Sjntram meanwhile wa$ conversing ear* 
Qestly with his pious Rolf) .and he was 
heard to say at laist : '^ Above all the rest 
however, buiy me that wonderfully brave 
fbe, whom my battle-axe slew. Seek out 
th^ fairest hillock for his festidg-coucb% 
the noblest Oak for his roof. , But loosen 
bis visor beforehand, and look carefully 
in his face, lest one mortally wounded 
should .perchance' be cast into his grave 
alive; iand moreover, that thou mayest 
re[iort to me, what rnanner of aspect he 
borie, to whom I am! indebted for this most 
glorious of all fiirizes of victory/^ 
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Rolf boweii friendly, and went. 

" Our young hero is asking there/' 
said Folko, turning to Earl Eirik, ^' after 
a slain soldier, of whom I should gladly 
bear nearer tidings. Who, my dear sir, 
was that wonderful captain, who led your 
footmen so masterly, and but scarcdy fell 
before Sintram's mighty battle-axe ?'' 

" You ask me more than I reallj^ know 
myself/' returned Earl Eirik. " Only 
three nights have passed. since the stran- 
ger first arrived at my castle. I was 
sitting at evening with my brethren in 
arms and vassals by the hearth ; we were 
forging weapons, and singing thereto. 
All of a sudden so mighty a sound dashed 
through the noise of the hammer and the 
song, that we became quite silent, and re- 
mained sitting as if turned to stone. It was 
not long, before there was another similar 
roar, and we perceived that it must be the 
sound of an enormous horn, which some 
person or other was blowing before the 
fortress, requiring admittance. Upon this 
I went myself down to the castle-gate, 
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and as I paced oyer the cpurt, all my dogs 
were jterrified by the strange noise, so 
that, instead of barking, . they ■, whined^ 
and crept back into their kenqels. I re« 
buked them, and called to them, butevea 
the boldest would not go with me. — 
' Then I will show you,^ thought I, * how 
one should bear oneself,^ grasped . my 
sword-hilt firmly, thrust the torch. .close 
beside me into the ground, and. without 
more ado let. the wings of the gate .flap 
back. For easily, I well knew, qo one 
should enter against my will. 

^^ A loud laughter burst; against me 
from without, with the words: f Hey- 
day ! what mighty preparations ^there are 
here, in order to show to a. single little 
man the hospitality he requires.^ • Abd 
in truth it passejd over me, likea Jblush.of 
shame, when I saw . th^ little stranger 
standing over against me so entirely alone. 
I immediately invited hiip in, aqdoflSered. 
him my hand; but he seemed yet too 
much out of humour, and would nowise 
give mje his. As however we were going 



been^le to^y a warrior iike uBlomy 
Greek ally /^ 

He wbiild h«ve-8pok€H stiil fortfaer, 
but the- pioufl ftolf'Calnei-hastify badt, 
witfa some squtit^ andi Iboked, • as '^Iso 
'Im follbwe/rs, 60 ^iK^dtfy^pate; tipaid the 
'ey^ of ali ^were ittvotuhtarily^'diTieeted 
vpbd him, aiid u^dn ttieifdnigs^hiebhe 
had to bear. H^ 6t(ml in ^siH^ice and 

n^embled. -[ -• : h 

^ Tak 6, courage; my oM ftiend H^ isaid 
Stntranii ^^' Whatever tbod inayest relate 
to tLf^ out of thy faitbfalatuciutfa it ia tratfa 
add light;'^ - ....... 

<^S)T KfiighV^ thua the old man began 
his discourse^ ^^. fergiv^: tne, but the 
'Strange wairnor, whom you slew, we 
could in howise: bury« Or had we-bnly 
never iifidone his visor, his far-pvqjeGting 
hatful visor ! For such a biclfsoiis. face 
grinn'^ -forth fpom^ beneath it, so quite 
hellishly distorted by death, that yre have 
only withidifficuhy roxiaiiied.niaaters of 
otiV senses. God forbid that we- should 
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evte lay hdfuifd up<m him ( Rather Mnd 
tub to i^ad b^iirs Md Wdlveii ia tbe de^^ 
sert, and let me look on them as th« 
eagles and vuliat^s tod ftilddftis btoquet 

All ahuddismd t6g^h«f, aOKi reknuifi^d 
awhile Mtettt. At length SmMim took 
courage, and 0ind : ^^ Old man^ dear old 
man, whence are these wild words, from 
the like of which thou hast ever, until 
this day, been altogether abhorrent and a 
stranger ? — And you. Sir £irik, did your 
Greek ally during his life appear so very 
horrible to you also ?'^ 

" I know not at all ;" returned Earl 
Eirik, and looked enquiringly round the 
circle of his brethren in arms and vassals. 
These confirmed his words ; and at last it 
became manifest, that neither lord, nor 
knight, nof yeoman knew accurately to 
say how the stranger had in truth looked. 

" Then we will discover it now, and at 
the same time bury the corpse ;" said 
Siotram, and invited the whole assembly 
with a friendly nod to follow him. All 
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did SO, except the Baton, whom Gabrielle^g 
timid whisper detained beside his gentle 
wife. 

He lost nothing by this delay. For al- 
though they wandered over Niflung's 
heath ten and twenty timesr, seeking on 
every side, the corpse of the stranger war- 
rior was no more to be found. .: 
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ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

The joyful quietness which had upon 
this day come over Sintram seemed to be 
more than a pataing look of sunshine. 
Even if at times a. recollection. of Sir 
Paris and Helen would make the wishes 
of bis heart flame up more boldly and 
wildlier, yet he needed only a glance at 
the sisarf and sword, and the stream of his 
inner life forthwith glided along, clear as 
a mirror, and cheerfuL " What can a 
man desire yet furtlier, than has already 
been vouchsafed unto me ?^^ said he then 
oftei^ to himself in still transport* 

It continued thus for a long time. The 
beautiful northern autumn already began 
to redden the leaves of the oaks and elms 
round about the castle, when he was sit- 
tu>g one day with Folko and Gabrielle 



beneath the garden-trees, almost in the 
self-saitfe spot where he had afore met the 
strange creature which he, without him- 
self knowing wherefore, named Little 
Master. But today all was far different 
from then. StiU ai|d radUot the; sun was 
bending towards the sea, and evening airs 
aad^inglefcurehodars^ of th^ aiitumn^J vsir 
pours were risiog anmnd ftom meidOw^ 
and field up tow^acds the: ca9tle*hill. Then. 
Gabrietle placing her guitar ia Siotiatn^a 
bands^ said : '^ Dearfir iend, thus miki amct 
soft as you now always ace^ i ms^ atfely^ 
en trmt you with my gentte dsiling^ hek 
me bear thereto your soog about the 
beautifial blossoms. • It seems; t6 me,.a&i£ 
it most sound much more pleaaiaglyr ia 
thi» way, than when yea isang it amidst 
the clamour of your fearful bai p/^ 

The young knight bowed firieiid(ly,.and 
did as. the lady ccmNasuided. 

Softly > with a .geii.tleness at othen times 
quite unweoted in bim^ sounded tiie 
notes firom his lips, and the wiki aiMig 
seemed to transform itself* and to htosaeoim 
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up into a garden of the blessed. Ga- 
brielJe's eyes became moist, and the in- 
spired Si ntram^ singing ever more lovelily 
in bis cheerful fevvour, gazed upon the 
pearly heavens. As now the last notes 
w^ fading away, Gabrielle's voice like 
an angel echo repeated : 

" O thou land with the beautiful blossouis V* 

Sintram let the guitar sink, and sighed 
thankfully up towards the starry lights 
which were just then wandering upwards. 

Then Gahvielle bent towards the great 
Baron, whispering : ^\ Long, Oh, how 
long already have we now been far away 
fhnn our shining castles, from our flow- 
ery ficjlds ! ^ O the land with the beauti- 
ful blesfiOBSs ! ^ "-r^ 

&ntram scarcely knew whet herhe heard 
aright, so utterly did ha feel himself ba- 
nished at once fontb from his paradise. 
And even bjs last hppe disappeared be- 
tote the coijcrteoua assurances of Folko, 
that he would hasten to fulfil the wish, of 
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his mistress in the very ne*t week ; tli€f 
ship was already lying ready to sail on 
the shore. She thanked him with a kiss 
gently breathed upon his foriehead, and 
wandered leaning on her heroes arm, sing-' 
ing and smiling, up towards the castle. 
The gloomy-thoughted Sintram, almost 
transformed into stone, remained forgot-^ 
ten behind. 

Furiously at length he tore himself up, 
when the night already stood in the hea- 
vens, ran full of all his former fierceness 
up and down among the garden-trees, 
and dashed at last out aimongst the wild, 
moon-illumined mountains. 

There he let his sword ring against 
bush aiid tree, so that every thing round 
about began to crack and to fall, and the 
night-birds screaming and whistling flew 
in wild horror about him, and stag and 
roe with flighty leaps ran down into the 
deeper, more quiet wilderness. 

Suddenly the old Rolf stood before 
him, returning home from a journey unto 
the chaplain at Drontheim, to whom with 
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tears of joy he had related how Sintratti 
was soothed, yea almost healed by Gft- 
brielle^s angel presence, and how it might 
be hoped that the wicked dream had 
passed away. Now had the raging 
youth's round-whirling sword almost 
wounded the good old man unawares. 
The latter remained standing with folded 
hands, and sighed up from the bottom of 
his heart : ^' Oh, Sin tram, thou my fos- 
ter-child, thou my heart's leaf, what has 
come over thee, that thou ragest thus 
<;ruelly >" 

The youth stood awhile as if charmed, 
gazed upon his gray friend gloomily and 
thoughtfully, and his eyes resembled ex- 
piring watchfives, that gliainier through 
deep cloudy rapours. At length he 
sighed softly, and scarce audibly : 

^^Thou pious Rolf, thou pious Rolf, 
leave me to myftelf ! I am not at home 
in thy heavenly gardens, and even if at 
any time a friendly breath of air blow 
open the golden gates,sd that I may look 
in upon the flowery meadow-land, where 

F 2 
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the deaf atngeh dwell,— -imiBediately a 
eold nortli*wind rushes icily between, 
Md the clattering doors fly to, and alone 
I stand without in the endless winter.^^ 

** Knight, dear young Icnigkt, do hot 
listen to me. Oh do but listen to thegood 
angel in yourself! Do you not bear 
the self-same sword in your band, where- 
with the pure lady girded you round ? 
Does not her scarf heave ut)on yourtfarol> 
bing* breast? Do you not remember, 
you were wont to say, that no man 
could desire more than had fallen to 
yourlot ?^' 

"Yes, Rolf, that I have swd;^^ re- 
turned Siiitfam, and sank weeping bit^ 
lerly upoD the Autumnal moss« The old 
man!s tears also ran. do^» upou' his white 
beard. ; . 

After a while the j^outb raised himself 
up agaan, his tears stopped, he looked 
fearrfuU cold^ and fierce, and said: ";S^, 
Rdlf, I bailee Jiyed through ^qMiet, blessed 
days, and 1.. thought tbat ; every thing 
terrible .within me bad.beea dead apd 
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gone. Perhaps too it might have con- 
tinued so, as in truth it would also con? 
tinue always day, if the sun were but 
always standing in the 'heavens. But 
ask this poor, darkened earth, wherefore 
she looks thus gloomily ! Advis^ her, that 
she should smile, as she did before ! Old 
nmi, she can no mote smile, and now the 
sileot, pitiful moon^ with her pious 
shroad-like veil, is^* gpne behind^ th^ 
clowb.,. and, she can: no mor^ weep also, 
aod i^ the black hour every, horror an4 
ev4ry madness awa)cens, and thou disturb 
vn!^ nQt, I tell thee, disturb me npt! 
.Huzza ! Away after the pale moon V^ 

\ His voice at the last words became 
almost a roar, . Stormily he tore himself 
away from )the trembling^ old m^n, and 
fl^w through the forest from thence. 

Rolf knelt down and wept, aqd prayed 
silfatly. , 
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TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
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Where the sea-doast rises highest iEind 
most headlong, beneath three half-de- 
cayed oaks, — human sacrifices are said to 
have been offered there in the heathen 
tiniej-^stood Sintram, leaning upon his 
drawn sword, alone arid exhausted, be- 
neath the night now again lightened by 
the moon, and looked out upon the dis- 
tant wanderings of the waves, and stiff- 
ened deadly pale, like a fearful magical 
image, shone upon here arid there by the 
pale rays which trembled through the 
branches of the trees. 

Then some one raised himself up on bis 
left side with half the trunk of his body 
out of the high yellowed grass, and howled 
and snorted lowly, and laid himself down 
again. 
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But the following strange discourse 
arose between the two nightly compa-* 
nioiis : 

•• Thou there, who movest thyself so 
fearfully in the grass, belongest thou to 
the living or to the dead ?" 

" As one chooses to take it. To hea- 
ven and joy I am dead ; to hell and sor- 
row I live/* 

" It seems to me as if I had already 
heard thee afore/* 

« O yes.** 

^^ Art thou perchance a restless spmt, 
and was thy bodily blood shed upon the 
ground here of yore at the sacrifices to 
the idols?** 

« 

*' A restless spirit I am ; my blood no 
one has shed, and no one can shed. But 
down they have cast me — Hu ! down a 
fathomless precipice.'* '^* 

" And there thoit btakest thy neck >** 

** I live, and shall live longer than 
thou.*^ 

" Thod almost ^eemest Unto me like 
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the 0iad pi;lgrim with tbe de$kd men's 

^^ He am I not, although we hold much, 
company together, yea oftentimes a most 
closi^. friendly intercourse. But, Uetwe,en 
us two, I also k>ok upon him as mad« 
When I at times whet biro pn, and say : 
Taket then h^ bethinjks himself, and 
points up towards the stars. And yrhi^ii 
I again say at smy time.: Take not [ then 
he mostly seizes hold quite provpkingly, 
and is able to mar my best pleasure- 
and delighit., . But we still somjehow con- 
tinue to be in some sort brethren in arms^ 
and kiofimen to one another.'* 

" Give me thy hand that I may help 
the^ up,^' 

*^ O ho ! my ^eady, serviceabteyoui^ker,, 
that noii^ht betide thee most 39rick^d^y<, 
But in good sooth yoi^ Qtill do iii'^DC^a^* 
ner help m? up. Take eare a m^tnent V^ 

Wilder and ey,^r wilder was the motion 
on the ground ; thick clouds hurried at 
the same timf^ over moon and over star, 
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OD.wacd, oDward cm their .long, unknofwn, 
wild pilgvims^e; and Skitram's diaugfals 
drove round and round la a no lev sin* 
gular dance ; wliile g^ss and tree viett 
nistliBg both oigh andfair unoontronlably, 
but in heavy alarm.. At length the fear* 
f ul being had raised hijaiQlf upFigbt. The 
moon asif timidly curious cast its gleams 
through a cleft in the douds upon Sin* 
tram's compaaioo, and made it visible to 
the shuddering youth, that the Little 
Master was standing. dose beside him. 

^* Take thyself away !'- cried he, '^ I 
will hear nothing further of thy wicked 
histories about Sir Paris> They woubd 
-drive me at last utterly mad/' 

'* There is no need of the historiea <^ 
Sir Paris to do that :'' laughied the Little 
Master. ^^ Enough that the Heleoi.af thy 
heart journeys for Mantfaueon* Trust 
me^ then madness. haa hold of tbee.^ear 
dy» by die hair, and by the fldsh. Or 
wouldest thou, that she ^ should yet re- 
main? Then muBt thc^ be. cpviller to- 
wards me, than thou art just now.'' 
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t At this the Little Mister's voice pealed 
ragiog mightily over th6 sea, so that Sin- 
tram quite started back from the dvrarf. 
But he instantly rebuked himself there- 
fore, supported himself upon his sword- 
hilt, grasping it convulsively fast with 
both hands,. and said laughing scornfully : 

*' Thou and Gabrielle | what acquaint- 
ance ha$t thou then with Gabrielle ?'' . 

" Not iBuch;*^ the answer returned. 
And the Little Master tottered visibly at 
the same time in angry terror to and fro, 
and said at last: '^ The name of thy Helen 
I cannot altogether well brook, and do 
not thou name it to me ten times in a 
breath. But if the storms were now to 
arise from their lair? If the waves were 
now to swell up and to roll, a bo»terou8 
foaming ring,round the shores of Norway ? 
The journey to Montfaucon must then be 
1:10 more thought of, and thy Helen would 
remain here at least throughout the whole 
long, long, dark winter V^ 

''If! If!^^ retorted Sintrarn disdain- 
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flilly.' "Is the sea then thy slave? Are 
the storms thy fellows V' 

" Rebels are they to me ! Accursed 
rebels !^* muttered the Little Master into 
his red beard* *' Thou must help me 
thereto^ Sir Sintram, if I am to command 
them. But for that again thou hast no 
h^art.'' 

*• Braggart! Miserable braggart !'' ex- 
claimed Sintram. '* What requirest thou 
of me V 

" Not much, Sir Knight; for one who 
has strength and fire in his soul, by no 
means much. Thou shalt oiily fo^>half 
an hour long g^ze thus right fixedly and 
sharply out upon the sea, and cease not 
from willing, and still ever willing, with 
all thy might, that it should foam, that it 
should toss, that it should rage,* and never 
quiet itself, until the stark winter stands 
Over your mountains. Then he will of 
himself sufficiently stop the Duke Mene- 
laus from sailing forth for Montfaucon. 
And give me too a lock of thy black 
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hniir. It fljb00 ^Ire^y: 89^ madly about thoe 
as the wings of ravena ttod vulture <JU>/^ 

Thie, youth ^ew his sharps daggei^j cut 
in utter bewilderment a lock from.: hi& 
Hftad^ threw it to the. stranger, ; aad[ sjlaredi 
fiiQiw^aceordir^ to his d^sive» wiping migh- 
tily out upon tfae«ea*4ooda 

And softly, quite softly, began the noov- 
ing upon the waiCers, as whe^ soofie one 
breat hea gr i evously terrified by his dreaflbts, 
and would gladly rest, and yet caBiipt.. 
Sintrangi was on the point of leaviiig off; 
but a shjp with sweUing white sail(S( was 
So^g ill the mooQ«iime townrdt the 
South. Tbedreftd of seeing; Gabrifilk too 
soon in like man:Qer sailing forth came 
Ofv^er him; willing, etec more atrongly^ he 
pieffced the noioist abyfi» with hi& st^rk 
looks»-^Jntram, one migbt have cried, 
ah Sintrana^ syrt thou tbfen really the same,, 
who but now wert looking. inl;o the moist 
beavenaofthy Hiistress'a eyes? 

And the waves aweUed up more might- 
ily, and the storm drew s^long. ov^r them 
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t^hNtlin^wid wbioing; already were the 
fralhy heads of the billows visible in the 
moon light. 

Theo the littk Matter threw the lock 
of tbe yoiuhfs kmir up towards the clouds, 
and as it flitted and tottered and hovefed 
in the whirlpools of the air, the storm- 
wind raised itself up so angrily, that sea 
and sky were ckmded over and rushl^ 
together, and that one heard from afar the 
yell of agony from many thousand stoking 
seafarers. 

Bat the mad pilgrim with the dead 

men'& hodes pliiiBd iiong by the inufo 
upon the surge, giantly high, tottering 
terribly ; one sai^ not the vessel on which 
he stood, so mightily did the billows rear 
round about him. 

^^ Him thou must save. Little Master, 
him thou must save, by all means P^ thus 
sounded Sintram's angrily beseeching 
voice through the noise of the waves and 
the winds. But the Little Master returned 
laughing : ** Concern not thyself about 
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him ; he will easily save himself. Him 
the floods harm not. Seest thou ? They 
only beg of him, and therefore leap up so 
high upon him. And he gives: them rich 
sflms, very rich alms^ that I can assure 
thee.^ 

And in truth it was as if the pilgtim 
strewed sdme dead men's bones upon the 
surge, and then passed unassailed on- 
wards. 

Then Sintram fdt a horrible shudder 
tremble through his blood, and rushed 
with wild <speed away towards the castle. 
His companion had as it were £k>wn, and 
was scattered away. 
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THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

• 

In the fortress Biom aqd ,GabrieUe and 
Folko <tf .MpatfaucoB .^0fe sUting about 
the round .stooe table, from whteh, since 
the arrival of the noble guests, ,the har* 
nesses, formerly the oastlenlord^s dumb 
companions^, had .be0n.inov:ed away,.. in 
order to be laid together, in. a he14p1.ini the 
neigbbouriqg chamber. . 

Today, .while the storo^ Wtas iBttliog 
so uncontrpuUbty against the windows 
and doors, it was as if the <dd harnesses 
also were moving in the. next apartmcuit,' 
aqd'Gs^brielle started up several times ter^ 
rified thereby, aod fosteqed her fair eyes 
fixedly upon tlie little iron door, .dreading 
that some breasi^plated spectre would now 
every ins tint ^walk forth fram ibimpa, 
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bending forwards with his mighty helmet 
through the lowly doorway. 

Sir Biom smiled wildly at this, and 
said, as if he had guessed her thoughts: 
^^ O, he now no longer comes out from 
thence, I have at length driven him a- 
way/*- * • ' ,.'..-'- 

His guests stared doubtingly at him, 
and faebtsgan th^Witb ftran^l indlflT^n- 
etioe^^itwas' ag if^be ^(mta YkA kw^keh- 
ed all tlMt fi^rceliesi^ ^ bii^ li^HS^th^ 
ft)416wiligiititative: » ' ) ^ i 

' V 1 150 wbs c«i^ It ba|>py tfiiain, *WiM 
smite) like y^u, and edutd cluFetly^rc^jciice 
in the m[0rr6w, like you: Tb^t wiis iti tbM6 
days, when the hypoc^>tk$ttl ehb^m h^ 
not y^^ confounded^ the clearsifbt^d^p^rit 
of my beiiutiilil'hoUi$ewi4% with bi6^t^f>ei^^ 
ttitionsi, on accost) I of wbtch^sbe 'at Jtot 
went id to the convent^ ^d left m^ id6fne 
with our wild chi)4 That tr^s Hdt ^ite 
baiiddoiilie in tbehatid^dttf^Verena !l^^<^w 
took ye, in bdr bloomvitg, eheerfill yotltb, 
before I yet kdew. her, m'cii!ry k^gbt^ w^re 
her suitors, anKHig^t ^tbi^rs- Sif Weightid 
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the Slifflt and it wa9 towards httmlhat tho 
lovely: vi^ia aeetiied to iaoiiod abovie ol) 
the Dthsrs withvE gentle SBtfafactioiu H^t 
parents weH knew .that>W«igand bUHsA 
almost oda level 'wtibtbem -in power ;tQd 
nobility; his itactplieDt faoie ih arms! too 
wad SOariilg' upiwardsr gjktfio'ualy.andifnsa 
frdm r<^proach, ao tbat Verena acrd fa^.wjard 
already Kioiosl: n^ardsd as bfiide aad ^bridti-^ 
grootn. ; , i . ' :. 

^/ Now itchtne to pasb :one day^ that 
they wta%{ both: taking a walksoiongst the 
ga«deR«- trees, whilst wkbout a shepherd 
was at the same tiefie . driving his sheep 
up. the iiiQUBtaiiiS4! The damsel sees a^ 
mottgst them a little Jamb^ sadw-rwhitef 
and dipping. about most liiarrityiand.tite^ 
lightfoUy, so ithat she .conoeiTes a With 
for jt. :Imme<Uiately Weigand Qy'mg Dvet 
the fence hastens after the shepherd^ an4 
offers :him two golden arm^ci^aps fer the 
little ereature. But the shepherd will 
not part with-it, scaroely liateoa to the 
knight, >and plods aloag quietly ion his 
way up the hiil, Wieigaad walking. dboSe 
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b€«ide bim. At length the patience of 
theiatter bursts. He threatens, and the 
shepherd, strong and proud, like all his 
fellows in our north country, threatens 
in return. Suddenly Weigand^s sword- 
stroke dashes upon his head. It was 
meant indeed that it should only fall flat ; 
but who can rein in a choleric stee4 and a 
drawn • sword? The bleeding shepherd, 
with his head split open, tumbles down 
the precipice; his flock bleat anxiously 
upon the mountains. But the Iamb runs 
in its alarm towards the garden; presses 
itself through between the pales, and 
Kes^ as if beseeching help, sprinkled red 
with the blood of its master, • at Ver^ia^s 
feet. She took it into her arms, .and. suf* 
fered not from that hour forth Weigand 
the Slim any more to come into her pre- 
tence. 

" Thenceforward she evermore nursed 
the little lamb, and .had no joy beside in 
dny thing whatsoever in the world, and 
was pale and turped towards heaven, as 
HIies are. She is? said evm at fhaf: time 
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to have wished to enter a convent, but I 
came marching to her father's assistance 
in a bloody feud, and brought him out 
safe from the midst of his foes. This the 
old man placed before her, and gently 
smiling she gave me her wondrously 
beautiful hand. 

" Then the feeling of his sorrow no 
longer suffered the poor Weigand to re- 
main in the country. It drove him forth 
as a pilgrim into the world of Asia, whence 
our fore&thers came hither, and he is said 
to have achieved therein wonderful deeds 
in bravery and in humbleness. In truth 
my heart softened strangely, whensoever I 
)ieard speak of him in those days. 

" After miany years he returned back 
again, and wished to erect a church and a 
cloister, there upon the western moun- 
tains, from whence the walls of my castle 
are distinctly seen to lighten. They say, 
he had an intention to let himself be con- 
secrated as a priest therein, but it turned 
out otherwise. 

^^ For some vessels of pirates had sailed 

G 
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up out of the Southern sel^ and their 
captain hearing of the building of the 
cloister trusted to find much gold, with 
the castle-lord and the masters of the 
work, or at least, in case he fell upon 
them and dragged them away, to squeeee 
out from them a huge ransom. He must 
truly have known but little of Northern 
courage and Northern arms, but he soon 
attained to such a knowledge. 

^' Landing in that bay near the black 
rock, he crept through by-iii^ays up to 
the building-pJace, surrounded it, and 
thought the business was now finished. 
Hey, but how did Weigand and hi^ fel- 
low builders &11 upon them with swords 
and hammers and axes ! The heathens 
ran flying towards their ships, Weigaad 
taking vengeance at their heels. 

'^ In this manner he passed along by 
our castle, and just, as he beheld Verena 
upon the terrace, and she, £c>r the first 
time after many years, kindly greeted the 
ardent victor, a heathen dagger hurled 
backwards in their dismay, flew s^ainst 
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his unhelmed head, and bleeding and 
senseless he sank upon the gronnd. 

^' We drove away the heathens utterly. 
Then I let the wounded knight be borne 
into the castle, and my pale Yerena glow- 
ed, as lilies do in the morning light, and 
Weigand smiling at her neighbourhood 
opened his eyes. He would go into no 
other chamber, than, the little one here 
adjoining, where the harnesses now lie ; 
' That seemed to him,^ he said, * like 
the little cell, which he soon hoped to 
inhabit doing penance in his quiet clois* 
ter.^-^Every thing was done according 
to his wish ; my beautiful Yerena nursed 
hiai, and he seemed at first in the straight 
path to amendment ; but his head con- 
tinued weak and confused on the slight- 
est occasion, bis motion was a falling 
rather than a walking, his hue was pale 
as death. We could not allow him to 
leave us. So he used to come in those 
days out of the little do<Nr there, when 
we w^e sitting together on isn evening. 
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tottering constantly into the hall ; and 1 
oftentimes felt woe and anger in my heart, 
when the lovely eyes of Verena gleamed 
so mildly and sweetly upon him, and a 
blush like the evening light flew over her 
lily cheeks. But I bore it, I should 
have borne it until the end of us all.— 
Woe, then Verena went into a convent!'^ 

He dropt down upon his folded hands, 
so that the stone table seemed to groan 
thereat, and remained awhile motionless 
as one that is dead. When he again 
raised himself up, he flashed fearfully 
angry looks along through the hall, and 
said at length to Folko : 

" Thy beloved Hamburghers, Master 
Gotthard Lenz, and Master Rudlieb, his 
son ; they also are in fault herein. Ha ! 
who desired them to be stranded here, so 
nigh unto my castle ?^^ 

Folko darted a piercing look at him, 
and was on the point of letting a terrible 
question go forth, but another look on 
the trembling Gabrielle enjoined him to 
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be silent) at least for the present, and Sir 
Biorn proceeded in his relation after the 
following wise ^ 

" Verena was with her nuns, I was 
alone, and my grief had driven me the 
whole day . long wildly round about 
through forest and wood-stream and 
mountain. Then I come back in the 
dusk to my deserted castle, and scarcely 
have I entered the hall here, when the 
little door creaks, and Weigand creeps 
towards me — he had slept through the 
whole — and asks : ' Where is Verena tar- 
rying ?^— At this I become as it were 
mad, and grin and howl to him : ' she is 
become mad, and I too, and thou too, 
and we are now all madl^ — Holy God ! 
then the wound in his head burst open, 
and dark floods streamed over his face, — 
Oh, what a different red from that when 
Verena came to meet him at the castle- 
gate, — and he raved, and ran out into 
the wilderness, and roams about there 
ever since, as a distracted pilgrim/^ — 

He was silent, and Gabrielle was silent. 
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and Folko was silent, all three cold and 
pale, like the imagto of the dead. At 
length the fearful narrator added in a low 
and quite exhausted voice: '^ He has 
since that time visited me here once 
again, but he no longer comes now 
through the little door. Look ye, have I 
not procured myself quiet and order with-* 
in my castle ?'^ 
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FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

SiNTRAM was not yet returned home, 
when stunned with dismay they betook 
themselves to rest. Nobody too thoVight 
of him, so powerfully did every heart 
aftru^le with strange forebodings and un- 
certaun cares. Even the hero-breast of 
Sir Folko of Montfaucon fluttered in in- 
ward war. 

But the old Rolf was still sitting with- 
out in tb€ forest weeping, presented his 
white head regardkssly to the storm, and 
waited for his young master. He how- 
ever was travelling along entirely dif- 
ferent ways, and it was not until morning 
was clearly risen, that on the opposite 
side he entered the castle. 

Gf^brielle had slumbered sweetlv 
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through the night. It was as if angeld 
with golden wings blew away from her 
the wild histories of the preceding even- 
ing, and breathed upon her in their 
stead the bright flowery forms and wa- 
tery mirrors, and the green billy laby- 
rinths of her home. She smiled lovelily 
and breathed stilly, while without the 
magical storm flew howling over the 
woods and waged battle with the agonized 
sea* 

But indeed, when she awoke on the 
next morning, and the windows were 
still ever ringing, the clouds still ever, 
as if dissolved into smoke and vapour, 
concealed the heavens, she could have 
wept from anxiety and heaviness, especi- 
ally as Folko had already gone forth out 
of her apartments, and that, as her wo- 
men during her dressing related to her, 
in full armour of battle. At the same 
time she heard in the sounding halls 
without the tread of heavy-armed men, 
and learnt on enquiry that the Knight of 
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Montfaucon had summoned his whole 
train of warriors to be ready for the pro- 
tection of their mistress. 

Covered round with her swelling er- 
mine furs, she seemed to the eye in her 
fear almost like a tender flower, blossom- 
ing up out of the snow, trembling before 
the winter storms. Then Sir Folko ^f 
Montfaucon came into the room, in all 
the glittering splendour of his armour, 
his golden helmet with its high-floating 
plume peacefully placed bejieath his arm, 
and greeted her with cheerful seriousness. 
His signal dismissed Gabrielle^s women ; 
the armed men without were beard to se- 
parate quietly. : 

** Lady/^ said he, and led her who was 
already comforted by his presence to a 
couch, taking a place beside her, ^^ lady, 
will you forgive your knight, if he have 
left you for some moments to an anxious 
disquietude > but honour called and strict 
duty. Now every thing is arranged, and 
that kindly and mildly ; forget every 
alarm, and whatever may have disturbed 

g2 
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you, place it amoag the thiiigs whicb no 
lodger are/^ 

'^ But you and Biom ?^^ asked Gabri- 
elle. 

" On. my knightly word of honour/* 
said Folko, ^' there all is well/* 

He begao tt^reupon to converse up- 
on indifferent and cheerful subjects with 
his wonted grace and courtesy, but Ga- 
brielle deeply moved leant upon him 
and said: 

" O Folko, O my hero, O thou my 
Jife^s bloom, my protection and my dear** 
est weal upon earth, let me know aU, if 
thou mayest ! Where however any given 
promise binds thee, it is another tfaiiig. 
Thou knowest that I am of th^ race of 
Fortamour, and would require nothing of 
my knight that might cast even the 
suspicion of a breath upon his spotless 
shield of arms/^ 

Folko looked earnestly forward fOT an 
instant, then with an affectionate smile 
into his lady^s face, saying : '^ It is not 
that, Gabrielle, but wilt thou be able to 
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benr what I sh^U annoi^nce unto thee } 
Wilt thou not sink down beneath it, like 
a slender pine beneath the weight of the 
snow ?" • 

She r^iised herself somewhat proudly 
upright, and said : ^* I have s^lready lo^e- 
fpre reminded thee of the name of my 
f(lther0. Let nqe now add thereto, that I 
am the wedded wife of the Baron of 
I^pqtfaqcon/^ 

" So be it then ;'^ returned Folkp, 
bowing gravely* ^* And what must one 
tivfi§ cqme up into the light of the sun, 
whither According to its dark nature it be- 
longs npt, does SQ l^ast terribly by a sud- 
den lightning-flash, Knqw then, Gabri-. 
elle: the wicked knight, who would have, 
slain my friends Gotthard and Rudlieb, 
is 'no other than our bost and cousin, 
Biorn^ Flame.eye/' 

Gabrielle startefl for an instant, and 
coyered her eyes fs^t over with her fair 
l^ands. Then she stared wonderingly 
£^pund, aqd said : ^^ I have heard awrong. 
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although even yesterday such an abode* 
ment struck me. Or said you not before 
that between you and Biorn all was ar- 
ranged, and that kindly and mildly ? Be- 
tween the brave Baron and such a man 
after such a crime ?'^ 

" You heard aright ;^^ returned Folko, 
and gazed with heart-felt satisfaction 
•upon his gentle, knightly proud mistress. 
" Today with the first dawn I went 
do^n unto him, and called him forth to 
battle for life and death in the neighbour- 
ing woody vale, in case he were the perr 
son whose castle was to have been the 
hearth of sacrifice unto Gotthard and 
Rudlieb. He was standing already fuHy 
armed, said merely : ' I am he ;' and 
walked after me into the forest. When 
however we were alone upon the place 
of combat, he hurled away his shield 
from himself down a giddy hanging clifi*, 
then his battle-sword flew the same way, 
then he burst open his shirt of mail with 
two giantly powerful rents, and said-: 
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* Strike now, my lord judge, for I am a 
heavy sinner, and 'fight against you I 
may not/— How could I strike him ?— 
Then was there a strange ieitonement be- 
tween us. He is half as it were my 
vassal) and yet again I absolved him 
solemnly from all guilt in my own name 
and in that of my friends. He was 
crushed with agony, but no tear came in* 
to his eye and no friendly word out of his 
mouth. That which presses him down 
is the strict right, which has invested me 
with this power, and Biorn is become my 
under-tenant upon his own fief. I know 
not, Lady, whether, you are willing to 
behold us together upon these terms ; if 
not, I will seek out another castle for our 
abode ; there is surely no one in Norway, 
which would not receive us with joy and 
honour, and this wild autumn storm may 
perhaps put oflF our voyage yet a long 
time. This however I think : were we 
to part now and in such guise it would 
break the wild man's heart.'^ 

" Where my high lord remains, there 
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I also remain joyfully beneath his pro- 
tection ;'^ returned Gabrielle, and felt the 
greatness of her hero shine once more 
quite rapturously t|)roygh her heart. 
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FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

X^f noble lady had just disiarmisd hflr 
knight with her own tender hands^-^only 
in the field might pages or squires have 
to do with Montfaucon^s armour, accord* 
ing to her command, — and she was now 
hanging about him his heavenly blqe 
satin mantle fringed with gold, when the 
(loor opened softly, and Sintram meekly 
greeting her entered the chamber. 

At first Gabrielle nodded to him friend- 
ly, as was her custom, but suddenly 
growing pale she turned from him and 
s^id : '^ Jn God^s name, Sintram, how are 
yo,u looking thus ? And how has a single 
night been able thus very terribly to 
transform you ?" 

Sintram remained standing quite thun- 
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derstricken, and knew not hinQself aright 
what had reallv befallen him. 

Then Folko took him by the hand, 
led him towards a mirror-like bright shield, 
and said very seriously : " Look at- your- 
self a moment, my young knight I" 

Sintram started back shocked at the 
first aspect. It was unto him, as if the 
Little Master with the one, crooked, up* 
staring feather of his strange head-dress 
were looking out at him ; but at last it be- 
came clear to him, that the image in the 
mirror vfas solely and altogether himself, 
and no one else, and it was merely the 
wild cut of the dagger amongst his locks, 
that gave him such an estranging, and, as 
he could not deny unto himself, spectre- 
like appearance. 

" Who has done this unto you V^ 
asked Folko, still ever severe and ear- 
nest. " And what terror has driven your 
tangled and tattered hair thus heaven- 
ward ?" * 

Sintram could answer nothing. He 
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felt, as if he were standiDg before a judg- 
ment-seat, and they were on the point of 
shamefully stripping him of the honour 
of knighthood. 

Suddenly Folko drew him away again 
from the shield, led him towards the clat- 
tering window, and asked : " Whence 
cometh this storm V^ 

'Again Sintram was silent. His limbs 
began to flutter against one another, and 
Gabrielle whispered pale and trembling : 
" O Folko, my hero, what has happened ? 
O tell me, have we then entered into an 
enchanted castle ?'* 

** Our Northern home,'* returned Fol- 
ko solemnly, ^' is rich in many a secret 
art. One must not therefore forthwith 
call the people enchanters ; but the young 
man there has reason to be carefully on 
the watch ; whomsoever the Evil One has 
once grasped by a hair of his head. — *^ 

Sintram heard no more. He tottered 
groaning out of the chamber. 

Without the old Rolf met him, still 
quite stiff from the sleet -storm and 
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howling tempest of the night. Glad only 
to have his young no^ster again, he left 
his disturbed appearance unnoticed ; but 
while he attended him to his bed-cham* 
ber, he yet said ; " Witches and stcnrm* 
brew,ers must have been carrying on their 
work on the sea-shore. I know, such 
violent changes in the air come not to 
pass without devilish arts/' 

Sin tram had fainted, and only with 
difficulty did Rolf restore him so far that 
he was able to app^r in the great hsd) at 
the noon-tide hour. But before he de- 
scended thither, he let a shield he 
brought unto him> looked at himself 
again therein, and cut off, sbuddei^og 
fearfully, the rest of his long, black head 
of hair with his dagger, so that to look 
upon he was almost like a nionk, and 
thus he went down to the others, who 
were already sitting at table. 

All stared wonderingly at him, but the 
old Biorn started up quite fierce with 
rage : " Wilt thou also perchance go into 
a cloister, like thy beautiful hdy mothqr?'^ 
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A commanding winkfrom the Baron of 
Montfaucon reined in the rest of this 
burst, and Biorn, as if to make amends, 
added with a forced smile : " I only- 
mean whether it has pefchance happened 
unto tiim as unto Absalom, and he has 
been forced to free himself out of his 
head-snares by the loss of his locks ?^^ 

**You must not jest with holy things;-* 
repeated the Baron, now grown severe, 
and all were silent ; and immediately 
after the table was removed, Foiko and 
Gabrielle walked with a courteously 
grave greeting up towa rds their chamber. 
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SIXTEENTH CHAPTER- 

X HB life at the castle preserved from thi^ 
day forth an entirely different form. The 
two lofty and friendly beings, Folko and 
Gabrielle, were almost always in their 
apartments, and when they appeared, it 
was with calm dignity and with silent se* 
riousness, and Biorn and Sintram stood 
before them in timid humility. Yet the 
castle-lord could not support the thought 
that his guests should depart unto the 
hearth of another knight. When Folko 
one day spake thereof, something like a 
tear came into the wild man's eye. He 
sank his head and said in a low voice : 
" As you will. But I think, I shall on 
the day after fly down the rock.'' 

In this manner therefore they remained 
together; for storm and sea raged ever 
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more uncontroulably, so that no voyage 
was to be thought of, and the oldest men 

« 

could remember no such autumn' in Nor- 
way. The priests searched through all 
their books in Runic characters, the 
scalds looked to their traditions and 
songs, and discovered nothing like unto 
it. 

Biorn and Sintram defied the bad wea- 
ther. The few hours, when Folko and 
Gabrielle appeared, father and son were 
also in the castle, as if to wait upon 
them and show them homage; the re- 
maining time of the day, and often 
throughout whole nights, they rushed 
through the woods and rocky vallies, and 
hunted bears. 

Folko meanwhile summoned every 
thing pleasing in his spirit, every grace 6f 
his noble courtesy, to make Gabrielle 
forget that she was living in this wild 
castle, and that the stark Norwegian win- 
ter was already mounting up to freeze her 
in here for whole moons; At one time 
he related blooming tales, at another he 
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played mirthful tunes, and desired Ga- 
brielle to lead off a dance thereto with 
her women ; then again, resigning his 
lute unto one of the damsels, he himself 
mingled in the dance, and always knew 
how to show his devotion unto bis mis- 
tress therein in an ever novel manner; 
then he appointed trials of bravery a- 
mongst his armed men in the spacious 
castle-halls, and Gabrielle had some 
pretty trinket or other to offer unto the 
conqueror ; often too he himself engaged 
in the circle of fighters, but so that he 
only met their assaults on the defensive, 
and .deprived no one of the prize. The 
Norwegians, who stood round as specta* 
tors, were wont to compare him to their 
half-god Baldur in their ancient world of 
fable, as he let the darts of the other 
Asae be directed against himself, in play, 
being conscious of bis indwelling invul- 
nerableness and glory. 

After such a trial-combat one day, the 
old Rolf stept up towards him, beck- 
oned him aside with friendly humility. 
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and said softly : " They call you the 
beautiful, high and mighty Baldur, and 
they are right. But even the beautiful, 
high and mighty Baldur perished. Be on 
your guard P^ 

Foiko looked wonderingly at him. 
. ** Not/' continued the old man, " that 
I know of any plot against you, or can 
even distantly suspect any such. God 
j^es^ve a North-man from such fear ! 
But as you stand thus very glittering and 
high and glorious before me, the perish, 
ableness of every thing earthly rushes 
overpoweringly into my mind, and I 
capnotdo otherwise than say tinto you : 
Beware, Ah beware, noble Baron ! even 
the feirest glory comes to an end/' 
. ** These are pious good thoughts,'' 
returned Folko friendly, *' and I will lay 
them up in a heedful heart, my faithful 
old father." 

Indeed the pious Rolf was oftentimes 
about Foiko and Gabrielle, and held st 
kind of bond between the two so very 
diffexent households in the fortress. For 
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hovir could he have ever deserted his 
Sin tram? Only he was not able any 
longer to follow him on his hunting ex* 
peditions, through the waste, stormy and 
rainy weather. 

In this manner the bright winter had 
at last mounted up in his full majesty. 
The home^voyage to Normandy was now 
otherwise prevented, and the magical 
tempests were silent. Brightly shone 
the white plains and mountains in their 
hoar-frost holiday attire, and Folko used at 
times, with skates upon his feet, to wing 
his mistress swift as the wind along on a 
light sledge over the crystal, sparkling, 
hard-frozen lakes and rivers. 

On the other hand the bear-hunting of 
the castle*lord and his son took a still 
bolder, yea almost a jovial course. 

About this time, — Christmas was al- 
ready nearing, and Sintram sought to 
quench the dread of the dreams, that 
awaited him in the wildest pursuits of 
the chase, — about this time, Folko and 
Gabrielle were standing together upon 
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one of the terraces of the castle. ' It 
happened to be just then a mild evening; 
the snow-covered country shone lovelily 
in the glowing red gleams of the setting 
sun ; some men in the smithy below 
were singing to their noble task songs 
out of the ancestral heathen time. At 
length however the song was silent, the 
hammer-stroke rested, and without the 
partakers in it being visible or distinguish- 
able by their voice, the following dis- 
course took place : 

" Who is the boldest warrior amongst 
all those that derive their race from our 
high mother country ?" 

" That is Folko of Montfaucon/^ 

" Weil answered; but tell me: is 
there then nothing whatsoever from the 
achievement of which even the great 
Baron turns away ?'* 

" Aye, surely, there is such a thing. 
And we, who have remained at home 
here in Norway, we do it quite merrily 
and with ease/^ 

H 
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" That is?'" 

<< Bear-hunting in winter, down preci- 
pices stiff with ice, over endless snow- 
fields away."" 

'' Truly thou say est right, companion. 
Whoso knows not how to festen our snow- 
shoes to his feet, knows not to turn him- 
self upon them right and left in the 
twinkling of an eye, - he may indeed be 
otherwise a high and mighty knight, 
but in our mountains, upon our huntiog- 
parties, there he had better keep away, 
and remain with his pretty wife in her 
chamber/" 

One heard the speakers laugh together 
pleased ; and how they then set to again 
to their mighty forgery. 

Folko remained some time standing in 
thought. There sparkled yet something 
else beside the evening ^ow upon his 
cheeks. Gabrielle too in deep silence 
mused after an unknown something. At 
last she collected herself, twined her arms I 
round her darling, and said : ^' Is it not 
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SO, thou goest out bear-hunting tomor- 
row, and btingest home to thy lady the 
prize of the chase ?" 

The knight bowed a joyful assent, and 
the rest of the evening passed away amidst 
dancing and music. 
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SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 

" Look, noble Sir/' — said Sintram the 
next morning upon Folko^s desire to go 
out with him—" our snowshoes,which we 
call skier, wing our course indeed, so 
that it goes down hill fleet as the wind, 
and up hill more rapidly than any one is 
able to follow us, and upon the plain no 
horse can catch us, but it is only the ex- 
perienced master whom they serve to his 
weaL It is as if the spirit of a cobold 
were confined in them, fearfully destruc- 
tive to the stranger that has not learnt to 
use them from his childhood upwards/^ 

Folko returned somewhat proudly: 
" Is this the first time then of my being 
among your mountains ? I have engaged 
in this sport already years ago, and, thank 
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God! every knigbtly exercise easily 
makes friends with me.^' 

Sintr^u3[i veatulred not to object further, 
and still less so the old Biorn, They 
both too felt better satisfied, when they 
saw with what expertness and security 
Folko buckled the skier to his feet, with- 
out allowing th^ any body should assist 
him therein^ Th^ir way went up the 
mountains after a bloodthirsty bear, al- 
ready long threatened in vain. Soon 
they were compelled to separate, and 
Sintram offered himself to the baron as 
his felldw-^hunter. The latter* mpved by 
the youth^s deep humility and devoted- 
n^ss, forgot all that had appeared to him 
of late as suspicious in his pale confused 
form, and uttered a very friendly Yes. 

As they now clomb up higher and eyer 
higher into the white mountains, and 
from many a giddy pinnacle overlooked 
the heights and crags that lay beneath 
th^nij iik$; a sea suddenly turned to stone 
or; rather frozen in^o ice in the midst of 
the; wiltle9t< storm) the strong breast of the 
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noble MoDtfaacon heaved ^ver freelier 
and more merrily. He samg 6ut war-andi- 
love-songs into the sfac^ply blue air, 
songs out of his Frankish native country, 
and the echo sounded them back again 
amongst the thickly jentaDgl^ed crags as 
if in wonder. At the' ^ same* time he 
domb up hill ^d gUded down hilt in 
tnirthful spbrt^. used his sup))orting staff 
powerfully and securely, »nd sw^ng* hiid- 
self to the right and &?dih to the left, just 
as a merry gamesomeness suggested it to 
him, so that Sintramcha<uged his former 
stuxiety. into wondering astonishment, 
and the hunters, l^ho' still k)ept the Saroh 
tn th^ir eye, burst forth idio \o%A sbodts,^ 
announcing further and stiW'furtber along 
the whole line the new gldryof their 
guest. 

The fortune which almost always at- 
terided the noble Folko in his deeds of 
arms seemed resolved that here Also it 
wbiild not desert him. He^tfiSitftram 
fbund after a short sdAWh ihesu^e XiMk of 
ihe beast of prey, and' foHo*red it with 
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joyfully beating hearts and such stormy 
speed) that even a winged foe would not 
have been able to escape from their jiur- 
suit. But he, whom they were seeking, 
thought oif no flight. Sullenly he lay in 
the cave of an almost headlong precipice, 
nigh unto the summit, and was angered 
by the noise of the chase,' and only waited 
in his sluggish rage until an opponent 
should venture near enough for him to 
seize him bloodily. Folko and Sihttram 
were now close to the rock, the others 
scattered abroad over the manifoldly en- 
tangled waste. The track pointed up- 
wards, and the two fellow hunters clomb 
along upon different sides, in ord^r that 
their prey might in this manner the less 
fail them. Folko stood first upon the 
lonely pinnacle, and gazed around : ^ a 
fer, trackless region of snow extended 
before him beyond the bounds of sight, 
at the farthest end floating away into the 
dusky evening clouds that wefe already 
gathering. He began to think that h^e 
had deplarted from the course of the fear^ 
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ful wild bea$C, Here a roar sounded 
from the, rocky gulph close to ^.bim, and 
bl^ck and clumsy the bear raised himself 
forth out of the snow, and placed himself 
upright, and walked with Sparkling eye 
toward the Baron. Sintram meanwhile 
was in battle with the masses of snow 
that continually glided down, labouring 
in vain to climb up the height. . 

Rejoicing in a war long unattempted^ 
and which had almost become quite new 
to him. Sir Folko of Montfaucon poised 
his hunting-spear, and awaited the attack 
of the monster. He allowed it to af^- 
proach quite close unto himself, so that it 
already reachedforth at him with its fierce 
paws; then he gave his thrust, and the 
iron spear-head entered deep into the 
bear's breast. But the hideous foe still 
ever pressed forwards howling and roar- 
ing, only the cross*bar of the spear held 
him off, and the knight was forced to root 
himself deep into the ground, in order to 
withstand the fierce onset, with the loath- 
some face of the beast panting for 
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blood ever close before fais-eye, theh6arie 
roar thrust forth -half from the agony of 
deaths half from blood thirstiness, close in 
bis ear. ' > . . 

At length the beards furious strength 

« 

became ever weaker, and the black blood 
streamed richly Over the snow. He tot- 
tered ; a powerful thrust threw him back- 
wards, so that he became dumb and tum- 
bled headldng down the hanging crag. 
At the same instant Sintram stood beside 
the Baron of Mon tfaticon . 

Folko taking breath said : " So, after 
all, I have not yet gotten the prize of the 
chase in my hands. And have it I must, 
as surely as I have succeeded in winning 
it Only the sno'wshoe on iiiy right foot 
there seefns to be dan^ged. Tbinkest 
thou, Sintram, that it will yet holdfor me 
to slide down the precipice?'* 

" Let me rather go down ;" said Sin- 
tram. " I will fetch you up the bear's 
heistd and claws/' 

" A true knight,*' returned Folko, 
so nie what angrily, ** perform^ no knightly 

H3 
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wotk by halres* Whether my saowshoes 
will hold here, i^ what I ask thee >'' 

While Sintram bent down to them aod 
was on the point of saying No, somebody 
dose behiod him spake suddenly : '' Aye, 
surely. Yes! that is easily seen'/' — 
Folko thought Sintram had spoken, and 
glided down swift .as an arrpw, while the 
latter looked round . astOBiafaed* . The 
Little Master's detested form fell intei hjs 
eye..-: ... 

He was just.alK^t to/ ^dress him 
fiercely, when he heard the fearful fall of 
the Baron, and tenrified -by it remained 
silent. Below too in the abyss did every 
thing remain soundless and still. 

" Now, f^herefore waitesit thou ?'^ said 
the Little Master afker a while. '^ ,He has 
broken his neck. Go home to the castle, 
and take the fair Helen unto thy self.'' 

Sintram shuddered. Then his hideous 
companion began to extol the charms of 
Gabrielle in such glowing magical words, 
that the youth's heart swelled with a 
loi^ging never hitherto felt^ He thought 
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of the fnUen man no oth^rwisis tbao ^ 
of. % dpmoUshed party ♦wall .b^twe^n b^W^ 
self and heaven ; he turned towdrdf fjie 
cwtle. 

Then a <3alling sounded up from the 
chasm: ^^ My fellow hunter; help ! my 
fellow hunter, help! I live stil}» hut I 
am very much wounded/^ 

Sintmm was going down, and already 
iiied out to the Baroh : " I cppae l"-^ 
Then said, the Little Master: ^* For the 
shattered Duke Menelaus there ifrnow&D 
moj» any help, and the fair Heleii knovrs 
it too alneady. She is only waiting for 
Sit Paris to come and comfort ber«'^ 
And with accursed cumning he w<ou!nd 
that tale into Stntram^s life, and inter- 
mingled with it his flame-hreatbing praises 
of the beautiful woman^ and alas ! the 
Minded youth yielded to him, and fledd 

He still indeed heasd from afar the 
fiaoon^ caU : ^^ Sir Sin tram ! Sir Sim- 
4iramfl. Thou y unto whom I gave. the 
hoVy /'(Drder^ haste thee now, and help! 



The she-bear is coining with her young, 
and my arm • is lamed. Sir Sintram ! 
Sir Sintram ! haste thee, and help V* 

The calling died away before the stormy 
speed with wliich the pair rushed along 
upon their snowshoes, and before the 

• 

wicked words of the Little Master, which 
scoffed at the pride wherewith but lately 
the Duke M^nelaus had encountered the 
poor Sintram. At length he cried out : 
•' Gdod luck to thee, my lady bearess ! 
<Good luck' to you, my young bear-boys ! 
Now ye are holding a precious banquet ! 
Now ye are eating the dread of heathen- 
dom, him, on account of whom the Moor- 
ish brides weep, the great Baron of Mont- 
ftiucon ! Now wilt thou no more, O thou 
<^my delicate lord knight, now wilt thou 
- no more cry out before the troops : ' Mont* 
joy. Saint Denys V ^' 

But scarce had this hallowed name 
proceeded from the Little Masterfs mouth, 
when he instantly raised a dismal howl, 
twisted himself distortedly to andfiro, and 



< 
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af length flew from thence whining and 
wringing his hands into the midlst of the 
now beginning snow-dust. 

Sintram thrust his staff against the earth, 
and stood still. Hdw did the broad 
sndw^field* stare at him, and the moun- 
tainsstretdhing over from afar, and the dark 
black pine-forests— how did they all stare 
at him so strangely in their stark threatful 
silence!-^ He thought that he shobld 
sink down beneath the weight of- his 
wretchedness and his guilt. The 'sound 
of a distant hermit^s bell struck mourn- 
folly upon his ear. 

He wept aloud through the on*rushing 
night: "My mother! my mother! I 
too had once indeed a dear careful mother, 
and she said, I was a pious child 1^^ 

Then there breathed upon hini like a 
gentle angePs comfort : Montfaucon might 
perhaps be not yet dead, and swift: as 
lightning he flew back along the course to 
the hanging rock. 

Arrived at the dreadful i spot, he bent 
down over thecrag poring anxiously about. 
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Xh^ mooQ) thut was just then mounting 
up ill full splendour, assisted him. 

Sir Folko of Montfaucon.w$is leaning, 
bloody and pal^, half kneeling, against 
th^ wall of rock ; his right arm hung 
shattered and powerless down ; it was 
plain, that he had x been aqable to draw 
his brave sword out of its sheath. And 
yet he held with his proud hero*lQoks, 
with his defying threatful, bearing the 
she-bear and her young a^^or, so that they 
only crept round about him angrily growU 
ing ; ready indeed every instant for a fu- 
rious attack, but yet every iostantshrink* 
ing back again from the victor's form tibat 
was still so glorious ^ven iii its defense* 
lessness. ^ 

^< O what a hero might have perish^ed 
h^re !'' sighed Sintram ; ^^ and alas ! 
through whose guilt ?''^-*At tlie same in^ 
stant however his javelin flew down ii^ 
w«ell-aimed flight, and. the dying she. 
bear gasped in her blood, and h^ young 
flew howling away. 

The Bsffon fooked wtmderingly up^ 
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nq^ds. His face lightened as if glorified 
in the glimmer of the moon, earnest and 
severe, but friendly, like the appearance 
of an angel. " Come down !/^ he beck- 
oned, and Sin tram glided with hasty care 
down the mountain. He was beginning 
to employ himself i^bout the wounded 
Baron, but Folko said : '^ First take off 
the head and claws of the bear, whom I 
slew. I have promised to my beautiful 
Gabrielle the prize of the chase. Then 
come to me and bind up my wounds. 
My right arm is broke*n.^^ 

Sintram .did according to the Baron^s 
behest. When now the pledges of the 
victory had been taken, and the shattered 
arm set, Folko desired the youth to lead 
him to the castle. 

" Oh God ! if 1 durst only look you 
• in the face !*' said Sintram softly ; " or if 
I only knew at all how to come near unto 
you V , 

" Thou wert truly upon a most evil 
way," returned Montfaucon gravely, 
''but what do we human beings, even the 
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best of US) avail in the sight of God, did 
not repentance assist us ! After all thou 
art i^till he, who has saved my life, and 
therefore be of good cheer and set off." 

The youth grasped the Baron gently 
and powerfully beneath the left arm, and 
both walked along their way through the 
moonlight. in silence. 



AND HIS GOMPi^lONS. 161 



EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER. 

From the castle sounds of grief pealed 
in their ears, the chapel was solemnly 
lighted up ; Grabrielle was kneeling therein 
in prayer, bewailing the knight of Mont- 
faucon^s death. 

But how quickly was every thing 
changed, when the noble Baron now, 
pale indeed and bloody, but yet delivered 
from all danger of his life, stood smiling 
at the entrance of the^pious building, and 
with gentle, soothing voice said: ^^ Be- 
think thyself, Gabrielle, and be not alarm- 
ed at me, for by the honour of my race : 
thy knight lives/^ 

O, how blessedly did Gabrielle^s hea- 
venly eyes sparkle towards her hero, and 
then instantly turn up towards, heaven, 
still ever streaming, but with the blessed 
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waters of thankful joy 1 With the assist- 
ance of two pages Folko sank beside her 
on his knee, and both solemi^ized their 
happiness in silent prayer. 
- When they walked out of the chapel, 
the wounded knight, being carefully led 
by his beautiful mistress, Sintram stood 
without in the dark, gloomy as the night, 
and shy as its birds. He stepped forward 
however trembling into the. light of the 
torchies, laid down the bear's head aod 
claws before Gabrielle's feet, and said : 
^'(These has the great Baron of Montfaucon 
won for his lady, as the prize of today^s 
chase.''*~The Norwegians burst forth into 
wondering shouts of triumph at the stran- 
ger hero, who had on his very first hunting 
expedition slain the noblest and most fear- 
ful of all the ravenous monsters among 
their mountains. At this Folko looked 
round the circle smiling, and said : '^ You 
muist not nowany of you hereafter laugh 
at me, if I from this time forth remain in 
my chamber with my pretty wife/^— Thfen 
those who 'had spoken on the former 
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evening in the> smithy stepped forth, 
bowed deeply, and replied : ** Sir, who 
could have known, that there is in the 
whole world no knightly exercise, in the 
mastery of which thou excellest not above 
all other men >^^-^" Some reliance might 
have been placed in the pupil of the old 
Sur Hugh ;^' returned Folko friendly. ^^ But 
now, ye brave Ncvthern heroes, prajse my 
preserver also, who protected me from the 
paws of the she«bear, when wounded by 
my fall I was leaning against the rock/^ 

He pointed at Sintram, and the uni- 
versal shout of joy was renewed, and the 
old Rolf sank his head, with tears of joy 
upon his eyelashes, over bis fosteirchild's 
hand. 

But Sintram drew back shuddering. 
" Did ye know,** said he, ' " whom ye 
have before you, all your spears would fly 

against my breast, and that too might per- 

* * 

baps be the* best thing fbr nie.. But J 
respect the honour of my father and my 
race, . and for this time make not confes- 
sioQv' Only thus much, ye Northern 
warriors, must ye know — ** 
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'* YouDg man/' said Foiko, interrupt-^ 
iog him with a reproving look, ^^ already 
again thus fierce and confused ? I desire, 
that thou keep silence concerning thy 
bodiless dreatns/' 

Sintram did at first according to the 
Baron's command, but scarce had the 
latter b^un to step fi:vward smiling to- 
wards the castle-iiteps, when he said: 
'* O no, O no, thou noble, wounded hero, 
bold yet a moment 1 I will obey thee in 
all that thy heart desires; heroin I cannot 
obey thee. Ye noble Northern warriors, 
yes, thus much ye must and shall know : 
I am no longer worthy to dwell beneath 
one roof with the great Folko of Mont- 
faucon and with his angelically pure 
housewife Gabrielle. And you, my old- 
growing father, good night, and long not 
for me any further. In the stone castle 
on the moon-rock am I purposed to dwell, 
until in some way or other it shall again 
be otherwise/' 

There was something in his speaking, 
which no one ventured to set himself 
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against, not even Folko. The wild Biorn 
bowed his head humbly, and said: ^'Only 
do exactly according to your pleasure^ my 
poor son, for I fear thou art very much 
in the right.^' 

Then Sintram walked solemnly and si- 
lently through the castle-gate from thence, 
the pious Rolf after him. Gabriellb con- 
ducted the weary baron up to his chamber. 



X 
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NINETEENTH CHAPTER. 

It was a gloomy journey, which the youth 
and his fosterer made towards the moon* 
rock along the wildly entangled valley, 
that was strewn with ice and snow. Rolf 
sang at times verses out of ghostly songs, 
wherein comfort and peace is promised 
to the penitent sinner, and Sintram looked 
at him in return with thankful melan- 
choly. Otherwise neither of thems pake 
a word. 

At length — it was already verging, to- 
wards the morning dawn— Sintram brake 
the voiceless silence by saying: " Who 
are the pair that sit there by the frozen 
wood-stream ? A tall and a little man. 
They too have surely been driven out into 
the waste by their own wild hearts. RoIf»^ 
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knowest thou them ? They make me 
quite shudder/' 

" Sir/' returned the old man, " your 
disturbed senses lead you astray. A tall 
fir-*sapliDg stands yonder, and beside it a 
little weatherbeaten oak-bush, half be- 
snowed, so that it looks somewhat strange- 
ly therefrom. No men are sitting there.'' 

« Rolf, do but look ! Do but look 

there right sharply for an instant. They 

are moving ; they are whispering toge- 
ther." , 

'^ Sir, the morning wind moves tlie 
branches, and rustles amid the needles and 
the yellow corpses of leaves, and ruffles 
up the snow." 

" Rolf, now they are both coming to- 
wards us, now they are standing before 
us, quite close." 

" Sir, it is we, who in walking come 
nearer unto them, and the downgoing 
moon casts their shadows thus giantly and 
far over the valley." 

" Good evening 1" said a hollow voice, 
and Sintram recognized the mad pilgrim. 
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beside whom the malignant Little Master 
was standing, looking more hideous than 
ever. — "You were right, Sir knight V^ 
whispered Rolf, crept back behind Sin- 
tram, aqd drewihe sign of the cross over 
his head and breast. 

But' the bewildered youth advanced 
towards the two forms, and said : " You 
have always shown a strange pleasure in 
being my companions. What tnean you 
thereby ? And will ye go with me now to 
the stone tower ? There I will nurse thee, 
poor pale pilgrim ; and as for thee, horribly 
Master, thee, most wicked of dwarfs, will 
I make a head shorter, as a reward for 
yesterday.'* 

« That were fine V' laughed the Little 
Master. " And thou wouldest fancy for- 
sooth, thou hadst thus done a great service 
to the whole world ? And truly, who 
knows? Something might after all be 
gained thereby ! Only, poor fellow, thou 
canst not do it.'* 

But the pilgrim meanwhile nodded bis 
pale hefid thoughtfully to and fro, saying: 
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'^ I believe Verily, thou wouldest gladly 
have me, and I too would gladly come, 
but I may DOt yet. Ip the meati time 
have. patience! Thou wilt still quite as- 
suredly see me come, but late, and first 
must we yet once visit thy father together, 
and then thou wilt also learn to know me 
by my name, my poor friend/' 

^^ If thou playest at cross purposes with 
me again P' threatened the Little Master, 
addressing the pilgrim ; but the latter 
pointed with his long dry hand towards 
the already uprising sun, and said: ^' Hin- 
der that for once and me, if thou canst P* 

Here the first gleams of light fell upon 
the snow, and the Little Master ran mut- 
tering down a hanging crag, but the pil- 
grim walked aniidst the glorifying rays 
tranquilly. and with great solemnity along 
his way to a nigh mountain-fortress. In 
a short time one heard the death-bell toll- 
ing from its chapel. 

** In God's name,'* whispered the pious 
Rolf to his knight, " In God's name, Sir 
Sintram, what sort of companions have 

I 
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you got here ? The one canoot bear the 
dear God's beautiful sun, the other has 
scarcely entered that dwelling, when the 
tidings of (death begin to wail after his 
footsteps. Can he perchance be a mur- 
derer?" 

^' Not that, I believe ;'^ said Sintram« 
^' He seems to me the better of the two. 
Only that he will not oome with ine is ^ 
in truth a strange perveraeness. I invi- 
ted him friendly, did I not ? I think he 
^ngs well, and if so, he should have sung 
me a lullaby. Since mother lives in the 
convent, nobody sings me lullabies any 
more*" 

. At this gentle recollection bis eyes be- 
gan to be dewy. But he knew not him- 
self what he had been uttering, for he 
was quite wild and confused in spirit. 

They arrived at the Moon-rock, they 
clomb up to the stone tower. The^ war- 
der, a wild, dark man, particularly devo- 
ted to the young knight on account oi^ 
his very perturbedness and gloomily wild 
behaviour, hastened to let down the draw- 
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bridge. Silently did they g^eet one ano- 
ther, silently did Sintram enter, and the 
joyless gates closed with a crdsh behind 
the future hermit. 
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you got h^re ? The one eai|f |[ 
dear God's beautiful sun,^*^ g 
scarcely entered that di| ^^6^\ 
tidings of death begii* 1 1 '^ ^ 
footsteps. Can he r ^ \\ 
deier?'' i I 

« Not that, 1 ^ I t f. *" 

" He seems to ' \^ 

Only that he 

IB truth a s ^i»roach- 

led him fti ^ tearful dream 

sings wel' ^«;i3sed upon him this 

me a Ir ^ chat all the yeomen and 

convf . screaming out of the fortress, 
nior «ured not themselves again there- 
fhere remained no one with him, 
'vvH^t his Rolf and the old warder. 

^ntram became tranquil again indeed, 
t^at he now walked about so still and pale, 
ihat he might have been taken for a wan- 
dering corpse. No consolation of the 
pious Rolf, no Inendly godly song could 
any more avail ; and the warder with his 
wild, scarred ftice, his head rendered al- 
most bald by a huge sword-wound, bis 
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"^ce, was almost like the yet 

^bw of the unhappy knight 

Holf thought of summon- 

> 'ir^ ^ chaplain of the cas- 

** how could he leave 

the dark warder, 

'^ '^ed from him a 

.urn had already 
'^ ^ge warrior a long time 

, and ihonoured him on ac- 
. nis rock-firm fidelity and impe- 
as courage, Without the knight or any 
4one else whatever knowing whence the 
warilier came and who he reaUy 'was. 
Yea, very few- persons knew how to call 
him by his name, which besides seemed 
the less needful, inasmuch as he entered 
into' discourse with nobody, ' He was 
only j list the warder of the stone tower 
upon the Moon-rock, and nothing furtt\er« 
Rolf therefore recommended the deep 
cares of his heart unto the dear God, con- 
fiding, that he would in due time help, 
and the deaif God did help. 

For exactly upon the holy evening be- 
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fore Christmas the belLat the drawbridge 
tinkled, and when iRolf looked over the 
battlements, the chaplain of Drontheim 
was standing without; in 8ticange.com* 
pany indeed, for l](e9ide him appeared the 
mad pUgi^im) and the dead men's bones 
upon his dark cloak lightened upwards 
quite fearfully beneath tkeglimnier of the 
stars ; but the. neighbourbdod of the 
chaplain {lenetrated the good Rolf with 
too .much joy, to allow room for any 
doubt whateY!er ;! ^f Besides,'' thought he^ 
*' whoso comes with him, he surely com^d^ 
well !" He therefore let them both in 
with honour-yielding haste, and conduct- 
ed them up into the hall, rwherie 3itttram 
was sitting beneath. the ]|igbt. of a single 
flaring lamp^ paliec and motionless*^ Rolf 
was forced ta support and lead the niad 
pilgrim up the steps, for he was .quite 
stiff with the frost. r 

'^ I bring you a greeting from your 
mother;'^ said the entering chaplain, and 
immediately a sweet smile passed over 
the young knight^s face, and. his deathly 



\ 
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paleness yielded to a soft blush < ^^ Oh 
God/^ ' whispered he, " does then my 
mother still live, and will she then even 
deign t^ know of me ?'^ 

'^ She is gifted with a high and very 
wof^ty power of sigbt/^ returned the 
chaplain, ^' and whatever deed you may 
faring to effect, and whatever you may 
omit : they are all * imaged to her-H3ome- 
times when' awake, sometimes when sleep- 
ing— ^free fronl all deceit in many won^ 
derAil virions. Now too she knows of 
yoor deep anguish, and she sends me; 
who am the fiatther confessor of her con^- 
vent, hilher, to comfort you, but -also at 
the same time to warn you, for, as she 
asserts, and as 1 also am disposed to be- 
lieve, many and singularly heavy trials 
awaitiyou still/* 

Sintram bowed himself forwards with 
his arms fcrossed over his breast, and said, 
mildly smiliilg: ^^Much has been vouch- 
safed unto nle ; more than I in my boldest 
hburs had dared to hope, ten thousand 
times more, in my mother^s greeting and 
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in your address, reverend Sir, and all 
this after so cruelly low a fall, as I have 
but now so recently made. The compas- 
sion of the Lord is great, and let him send 
me for penance and trial any burthen how- 
erer heavy ; I hope that with his help I 
shall support it." 

Meanwhile the door opened, and the 
warder entered with a torch, in the glow- 
ing red gleams of which he looked quite 
blood-^coloured. He gazed iu dismay at 
the mad pilgrim^ who had jiist then 
sunken back fainting upon a seat, sup- 
ported and nursed by Rolf; he then stared 
astonished into the chaplain's face, and 
murmured at length : ^' A strange meet- 
ing ! I believe, the hour for confession 
and for atonement is come/' 

" 1 believe so too ;" replied the priest, 
who had perceived the low whisper. " It 
seems in truth to be a kindly day, rich in 
grace. The poor man there, when I found 
him half frozen upon the way, would re- 
solutely confess to me, before he would 
follow me to a warming hearth. Do like 
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him, my. dark, fire-i^u mined warrior^ and 
put not off your good purpcxse for a single 
Tsecond/^ — Herewith he walked together 
with the beckoning warder out of the 
chamber, but turned back to say: ^^ Knight 
and squire! take good care. meanwhile 
of my sick charge/^ 

Sintram and Rolf did according to the 
chaplain's behest, and when the pilgrim 
in- consequence* of theit refreshments at 
length again opened his eyes, the young * 
knight said with a friendly smile<: " Seest 
thou, thou now visitest me after all. 
Wherefore didst thou refuse me then, 
when I a few nights since so earnestly 
intreated thee thereto ? I may indeed 
have spoken somewhat astray and vio- 
lently. Wert thou intimidated thereby 
perchance ?'' 

A sudden terror convulsed the pilgrim's 
face, but he immediately looked up again 
with friendly meekness at Sintram, say- 
ing: " O dear, dear Sir, I am so infinitely 
devoted to you. Only do not always talk 
of the things which you say have occurred 
between you and me. That always ter- 

i2 
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rifles me so veiy muqh. For, Sir, either 
am I mad and have forgotten it all, or he 
must have met you in the forest, who 
seems to me like my very migh^ twin- 
brother — ^' 

Sintram gently laid his hand on the 
pilgrim^s mouth, while he replied : " Only 
say.no more about it. I will be silent 
with all my heart/^ Neither he nor Rolf 
well knew what it really was that appear- 
ed to them so terrible in the affiadr ; but 
they trembled both. 

After a short silence the pilgrim began : 
^^ I will rather sing you a song, a miM 
comfortable song. Have you not a guitar 
at band ?" 

Rolf brought one forth, and the pilgrim 
fitting half upright in the arm chair^ sang 
the following words : 

^^ Whoso nigh. iinto his bourn 

Feels thrilling through his limbs awaming breeze> 

Let him turn> 

Turn with hands^ with spirit yearn 

Upwards to the door of grace. 

His hope there place. 

And God will giant him ease. 
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See you tlie east aU sparEling ? 
Hear you the angeb stoging 
On the young morning's breath ? 
Thus have you long strayed darkling ; 
And now assistance bringing 
Comes mild and gracious death. 
Greet him with friendly measures. 
And be grows friendly too. 
And turns your .pains to pleasures ^ 
So is he wont to do. 

Whoso nigh unto his bourn 

Feels thrilling through his limbaf a wamiag breeze^ 

Let him turn> 

Turn with hands^ with spirit yeaili 

Upwards to the door of grace. 

His hope there place. 

And Grod wiU grant him ease.** 

^^ Amen V^ said Sintram and Rolf, 
folding their hands, and while the last; 
not^ of the guitar were solemnly dying 
away, the chaplain and the warder came 
slowly and softly into the chamber. 

^^ I am bringing a beautiful Christmas- 
gift ;'' said the priest. ^^ Aft^r a long, 
heavy time, reconciliation and peace of 
conscience are here returning unto a no- 



180 SINTRAM 

ble, erring spirit. It is unto thee, thou 
poor pilgrim; and do thou, my Sintram, 
in joyful reliance upon God take unto 
thyself from hence a refreshing example/^ 

" More than twenty years since/^ be- 
gan the warder on the chaplain's wink to 
relate, " more than twenty years since, I 
was driving my sheep as a bold shepherd 
up the mountain -side. Then there came 
after me a young knightly hero; they 
named him Weigand the Slim ; he wished 
to purchiase from me my favourite lamb- 
kin for his beautiful bride, and friendly 
offered me for it much red gold. I re- 
fused him insolently. Our over-bold 
youth boiled up in us both ; his sword- 
stroke hurled me senseless down a preci- 
pice.'' 

• ** Not dead ?" asked the piJgrim scarce 
audibly. 

" I am no ghost ;" returned the warder 
sullenly, and then upon a grave wink of 
the priest proceeded more meekly as 
follows : 

" Slowly did I recoyer'and in loneli- 
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ness by the use of the healing means 
which, as a shepherd, I could easily find 
in our mountain-vallies so rich in. herbs.. 
When I again caine forth, no man kiiew 
me with my scarred face and my bald- 
grown skull. I heard indeed the tidings 
pass through the country ,liow on account 
of ' that deed Sir Weigand the Slim had 
been cast off by his fair bride Verena, 
and how he preyed upon himself, and how 
she wished to go int9 the cloister, but 
her father persuaded her to wed the great 
Biorn. Hereupon a horrible thirst for 
revenge came into my heart, and I denied 
my name and kinsmen and home, and en- 
tered as a strange wild. man into the ser- 
vice of the mighty Biorn, in order that the 
Slim Weigand might $till ever remain a 
murderer, and that I might feed upon his 
sorrow. So have I then also fed thereon, 
all these long years through, fearfully fed 
upon his self-banishment, upon his com- 
fortless return home, upon his madness. 
But today"— and a hot stream of tears 
gushed from his eyes— *^ but today God 
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has broken the hardness of my heart, and 
my dear Lord Sir Weigand hold yourself 
no longer to be a murderer, and say that 
you will forgive me, and pray for him 
who has brought upon you such horrible 
woe, and — ^^ 

His sobbing choked his words. He; 
sank down at the feet of the pilgrim, who- 
forgiving him and weeping for joy folded 
him in his arms. ' 
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TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER. 

The edification of this hour softened 
down again from this heavenly, dazzling 
enthusiasm into the clear, calmly rational 
contemplation of the realities of life, and 
the healed ^Weigand laid aside the mantle 
with the dead men^s bones, saying : >> I 
placed part of my penani:e in the bearing 
about these fearful relics, tinder the 
thought that some of them might belong 
to the man Whom I had murdered. On 
this account I sought about for theoi 
deep in the beds of dried up wood-tor- 
rents, high in the nests of the eagles and 
▼ultures^ And during my search it was 
unto me at times,-^can it perchance have 
been a mere illusion! — as if I met some 
one, who Looked outwardly almost like 
myself, but a great deal, a great deal 
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more powerful, and yet Btill paler and 
still more wasted away — ^^ 

A beseeching wink from Sintram ar- 
rested the course of these words. Wei- 
gand bowed to him, softly smiling, and 
said : 

** You now know the deep, fathomlessly 
deep sorrow, which gnawed at my heart, 
fully. Hence will my shiuess and my 
intense lave for you be no longer a riddle 
tiuto your heart and your gentleness. 
For, my young knight, however much 
you resemble your fearful father, you yet 
have your mother's heart and gentleness, 
and a reflection of her light brightens over 
your pale stern features, like the morning 
glow, that flows with soft gleams of joy 
around icebergs and over besnowed val- 
lies. And alas ! what a long time. have 
you been so lonely within yourself, in the 
midst of the buzzing crowds of men ! 
And how long is it that you have not 
seen your mother, my poor beloved Sin- 
tram!'' 

^^ This feels tome also, as itwere a foiin- 
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tain in the wilderness/^ replied the youth, 
^' and I should perchance be healed alto-^ 
gether, if I. could only keep you with me 
long, and weep with you, my dear Sir. 
But I already forebode: you will now 
very soon be taken away from me.^^ 

'« I believe, truly ,^^ said the pilgrim, 
^^ my late song was almost my last, and 
contains a very near, near prophesy about 
myself« But alas I the soul of man is such 
an evermore thirsting earthy soil, — th0 
inore blessings God vouchsafes unto us, 
the more beseechingly do we look out for 
new blessings, — that I would gladly in- 
treat for yet one thing more before the 
blessed end which I hope for. — It will 
not indeed fall to my lot,'^ added he with 
sinking voice, ^^ for of such a high gift i 
feel myself all too unworthy.'^ 
, " It will fall to your lot nevertheless ! '^ 
said the chaplain cheerfully and aloud. 
^' Shall not be be exalted, who hath hum- 
bled himself? And I may well lead hini 
who is purified from murder to take a fare- 
well of Verena's holy and forgiving face.'^ 
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The pilgrim stretched forth both his 
hands on high towards heaven^ and an un- 
uttered prayer flowed from his gleaming 
eyes, his blessedly smiling lips. But 
Sintram looked mournfully upon the 
ground, and sighed softly to himself: 
** Oh, if one might go with hind !*^ 

" Thou poor, good Sintram,*^ said the 
chaplain with gentle friendliness, ** I 
have heard- thee indeed, btit it is not yet 
time. The evil powers may still raise 
up their angry }ieads against thee, and 
Verena must restrain her yearnings and! 
thine^ until all is pure in thy soul, as- in 
hers. Comfort thyself therewith, that 
God inelines towards thee, and ^that the 
longed for joy will eome ; if not here, yet 
assuredly hereafter/^ 

But the {Pilgrim, as if <;Oming to him- 
self out of a trance, rope up in strength 
from his seat and spake : ^^ Does it please 
you to wander forth with me,. Sir Chap- 
lain > By the time the siin stands in hea- 
ven, we may be at the convent*gate, close, 
and I too quite close to heaven/^ 
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In vain did the chaplain and Rolf place 
before him his feebleness ; he said smil* 
iog, that this was not in the least to be 
thought of here, and girded himself, and 
tuned the guitar, which he requested as 
the companion of his way. His resolute 
bearing overcame evefy objection almost 
without words; and the chaplain too had 
already accoutred himself for the journey, 
when the pilgrim looked very much 
moved towards Sintram, who in strange 
weariness had sunken down half slumber- 

V 

« I 

ing upon a couch, and said : ^^ Wait yet a 
while. I know he wishes for a lullaby 
song from me first/' 

The youth's friendly smile seemed to 
say Yes, and the pilgrim touched the 
strings with gentle finger, and sang : 

'' Sleep quietly^ sweet boy ! 

Thy mother dear has sped 
This soothing lay's mild joy 

To play around thy bed. 
She prays &x hence away 

For her dear Sintram*s bliss > ^ 
And hither she would stray. 

Bat has no time for this. 
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A&d wheal thoa dost awaken/ 

In every after deed^ 
Ere thou thy part hast taken> 

This lay's good counsel heed : 
Ldst to thy mother's voice> 

If aye it saith> if no ; 
Whate'er may tempt thy choice> 

Astray thou ne'er wilt go. 

If thou wilt rightly listen. 

And noble courses seek. 
Oft fleams will round thee glisten. 

Oft breezes fen thy cheek. 
. Then calm thine inward war, 

For she approves thy part. 
Who, though fh>m thee a&r. 

Yet loves thee heart to heart. 

O dew-distilling flower, 

O blessed light of life, * 
Whose heavenly healing power 

Allays hell's furious strife ! 
Sleep quietly, sweet boy ! 

Thy mother dear has sped 
This soothing lay's mUd joy. 

To play around thy bed." 

Sintram sjept smiling and softly breath- 
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ing in a deep slumber. Rolf and the 
warder remained sitting beside his bed, 
while the two travellers went forth be- 
neath the mild starry night. 
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. TWENTY.SECOND CHAPTER. 

The morning was already advancing fast, 
when Rolf, who had been nodding a lit- 
tle, awoke at a gentle singing, and when 
he looked round, he beheld with stmaze- 
ment that it glided from the lips of the 
warder. ' The latter said, as if in expla- 
nation: " SirWeigand is singing thus 
now at the convent-gates, and they are 
opening. to him friendly ;^* after which the 
old Rolf again fell asleep, uncertain, whe- 
ther he had heard this when Waking, or in 
a dream. 

After a while however the brig^it sun- 
light awakened him anew, and as he 
started up, he saw |he countenance of the 
warder wonderfully illumined by the rud- 
dy morning rays, and altogether the fea- 
tures of the formerly fearful being gleamed 
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with a pleasing, yea a quit^ childly meek- 
ness, At the same time the singular 
man was listening to the still air, as if he . 
hearkened unto a highly delightful dis- 
course, or to a glorious music, and when 
Rolf was about to speak, he beckoned to 
him beseechingly, that he should remain 
silent, and continued straining himself in 
his listening attitude. 

At length he sank slowly and comfort- 
ably back upon his seat, whispering: 
^^ Thank God ! she has granted him his 
last request; he is to be buried in the 
convent church-yard, and now has he also 
forgiven me from the Lowest bottoni of 
his heart4 I Can tell you, he finds a truly 
gentle end/^ 

Rolf trusted not himself to ask, nor to 
awaken his master ; ^t was unto him, as 
if one who had already departed this life 
were speaking unto' him. 

Tbe^ warder remained yet some while 
silent, and smiled ever cheerfully for- 
wards. At length. he raised himself up a 
little, listened again, and. said : ^^ It is 
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over. The bells sound very beautifully. 
We have conquered. Oh, how very easy 
and sweet does the dear God make it !'^ 

And so it was then too. He stretched 
himself back weaned, and his soul was 
freed from the gloomy body. 

Rolf now geatly awakened his young 
knight, and pointed to the smiling dead 
mao. Then Sintram too smiled ; he and 
his pious squire sank upon their knees 
and prayed to God for the departed spi- 
rit. Then they arose, and bare the cold 
body into the vault, and waited beside it 
with consecrated tapers for the return of 
the chaplain. That th^ pilgrim would not 
return, they well knew. 

And so about the hour of noon the 
chaplain did in fact return alone. He 
could scarcely do more than confirm what 
was already known to them. Only he 
added a refreshing hopeful greeting from 
Sintram^s mother unto her son, and that 
the blessed Weigand had fallen asleep 
like a wearied child, whilst Yerena was 
stilFever holding the crucifix before him 
with silent friendliness. 
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^^ Thus the Lord grants us eaJse !'^ 
sang Sintram softly to himself, and they 
prepared for the warder, now so mild, his 
lastbed, and lowered him into it, solem- 
nizing him with all befitting usages. The 
chaplain was forced to depart again imme- 
diately after, but he could yet at his fare- 
well say affectionately to Sintram : " Thy 
dear mother knows, how pious and still 
and good thou now art.'' 
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TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER. 

Im the castle of Sir Biorn FIame-<eye the 
holy evening was celebrated not quite so 
pix^lj and beautifully, but the will of 
God nevertheless' came ta pass therein 
right visibly. 

Folko had at the request of the castle- 
lord let himself be led into the hall by 
Gabrielle, and the three were now sitting 
about the round stone-table at a costly 
banquet, on each side at large dining- 
boards the vassals of both the knights, 
according to the Northern custom, in the 
full splendour of their armour. Torches 
and lamps lit up the lofty chamber almost 
dazzlingly. 

The deeper night was already begin- 
ning its solemn reign, and Gabrielle gently 
admonished the wounded Baron to break 
up ; this was perceived by Sir Biorn, who 
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said : ** You are in the right, fair lady ; 
our hero needs rest^ , Only let us- yet be- 
forehand give its due to an ancient, vene- 
rable usage.^^ 

And upon his signal four men-at-arms 
brought forward ahuge boar-image, which 
seemed to look upon, as if it were wrdught 
out of vain gold, bearing it with solem- 
nity, and set it down in the midst of the 
stone^table. Biom's vassals arose reve- 
rently, and placed their helmets beneath 
their arms, and so did the castle-lord him- 
self. 

" What is this to end in ?*^ asked Folko 
very gravely. 

" What thy fathers and mine were wont 
to do at e^ry JuUfeast ;'' returned Biom. 
'* We are going to make vows by the 
boar of Freya, and at the same time to let 
a solemn draught go round.^^ 

" What our ancestors called the Jul- 
feast," said Folko, ** we celebrate not. 
We qre good Christians and celebrate 
the holy Christmas-feast/^ 

" Do the one, but leave not the othe^r 
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out!^^ replied Bforn. "My ancestors 
are too dear to me, fSr me to forget their 
hero-customs. Whoso chooses to think 
otherwise may do according to his wis- 
dom; but that hinders not me. I vow 
by this golden boar-image — ^^ and he was 
already stretching forth his hand to lay it 
solemnly thereon. 

But Folko of Montfaucon cried: " In 
our holy Redeemer's name, hold ! Where 
I am, and can yet breathe and can yet 
will, there shall no one go through the 
customs of the wild heathendom undis* 
turbed.'" 

Biorn Flame-eye looked wrathfully up- 
on him. The vassals of both lords parted 
from one another amidst the heavy rattling 
of their breastplates*, and drew themselves 
up in two bands, each behind its leader, 
on both sides of the hall. One saw aj- 
ready how here ^nd there the helmets and 
headpieces were buckled on fester. 

" Bethink thyself yet What thou art 
doing ;'^ said Biorn. ^^ I was about to 
vow an eternal bond of amity, yea I was 
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about to vow thankful vassalage unto the 
house* of Montfaucon ; but if thou dis- 
turbesf me in the customs, which I have 
inherited from my fathers, then look' to 
thy head, and to all that is dear unto thee. 
My anger no longer knows any bounds/' 

Folko beckoned to the pale-growing 
Gabrielle that she should step back behind 
his men-at-arms, and said to her: ** Cou- 
rage and good cheer, noble lady ! Many 
weaker Christians have already for the 
sake of God and of the holy church run 
greater hazards than seem to await us 
here. Trust me, the Baron ofMontfau* 
con is not so easily ensnared by any 
body.^' 

Gabrielle drew back according to F6l- 
ko's desire, in some degree tranquillized 
by his bold, commanding smile ; but this 
very smile made Biorn's fierceness flame 
up so much the more. He a second time 
stretched forth his hand toward the boar* 
image, and might be upon the point of 
uttering a very terrible vow ; when the 
Baron snatched an iron, glove of Biorn's 
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from the table, and \m sound left aitn 
struck therewith so forcible a blow upob 
the golden image, that shattered ioto two 
halvesiit fell cracking upon the pavement. 
The castle-lord and his vassals stood 
around as if turned to stone. . . 

Soon however the brazen fists rattled 
again£lt the s^words, and shields were lifted 
from the wall, and an angry, deiath<-boding 
murmur;went through the chamber. Upoi^ 
Folko^s winkr one of hid : followers htd 
reached him a battle-axe ; . he swung it 
on high, mightily Wiith bis left hand) and 
stood like an avenging cherub in the 
midst of the hall, and spake out these 
words through the tumult with judge- 
like calmness : . 

" What will ye, i nfatuated Norsemen ? 
What wilt thou, sinful castle-lord ?-^Yc 
are surely become heathens, and if so, I 
trust to show you when wielding my 
weapon ih battle, that nay God has not 
placed the might of victory in my right 
arm alone. But if ye can yet hear, then 
hear me! Upon this same accursed 
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boar-image, whioh now. throu^ Ood^d 
help is dashed to^Heces, didst thou, Biovn, 
lay thy fist, when thou swarest to destroy 
the men of the seatowns, whensoever 
they should fall into thy power. And 
Gotthard Lenz came, and Rndlieb cAme, 
driven by the storm up6n your coast. 
What didst thou then, thou fierce Biorn } 
What did ye then after him, ye who 
were with him at the Jul-^feast ?— Make 
trial of your strength against me ! The 
Lord will be with me, as be was with 
those pious men. Cheerily then to arms! 
And^^-^e turned round toward his war^o 
riors^^^' Gotthard and Rudlieb is our war-*, 
cry V . 

Then^ Biorn dropped his already drawn 
sword, his vassals became still, and no 
eye in the Norwegian band raised itself 
any more from the ground. . At length 
one after the other began quietly to steal 
away ; so that at last only Biorn remained 
standing quite' alone over against the 
Baron and his men-at-arms. He seemed 
however scarcely to remark his abandon- 
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ment ; but he sank upon his^ knees, 
stretched his gleaming sword along by his 
side, pointed to the shattered boar-image, 
and said : *' Do unto me as unto that. I 
have deserved nothing better. Only for 
this one thing I intreat,only for this one 
thing : cast not the shame upon me, great 
Baron, of visiting, another Norwegian for- 
tress/^ 

*^ I fear you not,^' replied Foiko after 
some musing, ^^ and so far as it may be, 
I forgive you readily/' Hereupon he 
drew the cross over Biorn Flame-eye's 
wild form, and let himself be conducted 
by Gabrielle to his chamber. The vas- 
sals of the house of Montfaiicon walked 
after him proudly and in silence. 

Henceforward the hard will of the fierce 
castle-lord was wholly broken, and he 
awaited with increased humility every 
wink of Folko or of Gabrielle. They 
however drew back more and more within 
the cheerful circle of their apartments, 
where still ever in the midst of the iciest 
Norwegian winter bloomed the mirthful 
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life of May. The Baron^a wounded con- 
dition hindered not the evening joys, full 
of the delight of tales and the play of 
liarp-strings and the magic of songs ; on 
the contrary it afforded a^new^ pleasing 
picture when the handsome tall knight 
leant upon the arm of his gentle mistress, 
and both thus almost interchanging forms 
and services wandered along through the 
halls that sparkled with torches, and scat- 
tered their graceful greetings like flowers 
among the assembled damsels and vassals. 
Of the poor Sintram meanwhile little 
or no mention at all was made. The 
late wild behaviour of his father had 
heightened the horror, wherewith Gabri- 
elle bethought herself of the youth^s self- 
accusation, and because Folko was quite 
immoveably silent thereupon, this very 
sjlence made her forebode mysteries so 
much the more terrible. Yea, even the 
Baron was visited with a secret shudder- 
ing, when he thought upon the pale 
black-haired youth. Had not his remorse 
bordered almost upon stark despair ? and 

k2 
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was not .every body igoot ant what he vfm 
now really doing upon the Moon-^rock in 
the ill-famed stonertower ? There caopte 
from . his runaway attendants whispered 
reports, how the evil spirit had now ut- 
terly and altogether come over Sintram 
there, hbw nobody could any longer hold 
out with him, and the dark, mysterious 
ward(er bad already suffered for his attai^h* 
ment by death. Folko was scarce able to 
ward away from himself the fearful suspi- 
cions, which painted the lonely youth to 
him as a hardened magician « 

And truly evil spirits might be rustling 
about the excommunicated Sintram, but 
without his calling thetju. Thus did it 
often s^em unto him in his dreams, as if 
the bad enchantress Venus were hovering 
in a golden car drawn by winged cats over 
the battlements of the stonertower, and 
were laughing down from thence at him : 
^^ Fbolish Sintram, foolish Sintram, hadst 
thou but followed the Little Master 1 
ThOu wouldest now be lying in Helen's 
arms, and the Moon-rock would be called 
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tbelove'-fdok) and the stone-towelr would 
be called the rose-tower. Add thy own 
pale form would have fallen off from 
thee, and thy dark hair,— ^for thou art only 
bewitched, my youth, — and thihe eyes 
would shine more mildly, thy cheeks more 
bloomidgly, thy locks more goldenly, 
than what the world was ever wOnt to 
wonder at in Sir Paris. Oh how Helen 
would love thee !^^ Then she showed him 
lEtlso in a vapoury mirror, how he was 
kneeling before Gabrielle as awondrously 
handsome hero, and how she with a softly 
blushing morning-glow sank into his arms. 

When he now started up from his slum* 
ber after such visions, he was wont with 
anxious haste to grasp the sword and the 
scarf once bestowed upon him by his 
mistress^ as one that is shipwrecked seizes 
after the saving planks, and to pour forth 
hot tears thereon, and secretly to whisper 
unto himself: ^^ So there has been at 
least one single hour in my poor life, 
when I was worthy and happy/' 

Once he started up about midnight 
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from similar dreams, only this time with 
harrowing terror, for it had been unto 
him, as, if the beautiful, alluring features 
of the enchantress Venus had confused 
themselves towards the end of her speech, 
through the strange scorn wherewith she 
looked down upon him, and as if she now 
seemed almost like unto the hideous 
Little Master. 

The youth knew not how better to 
calm his perturbed spirit, than by hanging 
Gabrielle's sword and scarf about bis 
shoulder and hastening out beneath the 
solemnly glittering starry dome of the 
wintry sky. Amongst the leafless oaks, 
the snow-encumbered pines, which stood 
singly upon. the high wall of the tower, 
he walked in deep thought to and fro. 

Then was it as if a gloomy moan of paiQ 
arose up out of the moat, which at times 
tried to soften into singing, but from in- 
ternalanguish could not. UpbhSintram's: 
" Who's there ?*^ every thing was still. 
But when 'he was silent and began to 
wander on further, the fearful ruttle and 
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moaning brake forth anew, as though from 
a dying breast. 

Sin tram overcame the horror, which 
seemed as it were to tear him back by his 
upstarting hair, and clomb silently down 
into the dry rock-hewn castle-moat. He 
was already so deep in it that the stars 
no longer shone upon him ; a concealed 
form was moving beneath him; at this he 
suddenly glided down the rugged pre- 
cipice with involuntary swiftness, and 
stood beside the moaning creature. The 
latter forthwith left off from its groaning, 
and laughed forth from its broad, folding, 
woman^s garments, like one mad : ^^ Hoho, 
my fellow ! Hoho, my fellow ! That went 
a little too rapidly even for thee ! So thou 
canst tumble, tumble, tumble as Well as I. 
Aye, aye, so it goes, and only look, thou 
standest now after all no whit higher than 
I, my pious, mighty youth ! Submit, 
submit thyself patiently thereto !*^ 

"What wilt thou with me? Why 
laughest thou ? Why criest thoU ?'' asked 
Sintram vehemently. 
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" I might ask thee the selfsame ques* 
tion/^ returned the dark form) ''and thou 
WQiiiIdest be far less able to answer me» 
than I thee. Why laughest thou ? Why 
criest thou ? — Poor creature !— But I will 
show thee a curiosity in thy stone tower, 
whereof thou yet knowest nothing at all. 
Look here for a moment !'^ 

And the muffled form scratched and 
sci^pad against the rock, and a little iron 
door opened, and a black passage led into 
the endless mighty depth. . 

" Wilt thou go with me ?'' whispered 
the strange being. '' This leads to thy 
father's castle by the very nearest road. 
In half an hour we shall come forth out 
of the earth, and that in thy beautiful 
mistress's bedchamber. The. Duke Me^ 
nelaus dhall be lying in a magic sleep; of 
that let me take care. And then thou 
takest the soft, slender form in thine arms^ 
and bearest her back hither unto thy 
Moon-rock, and what seemed lost through 
thy former irresoluteuess is ^on back 
again.'* 
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SintAun trembled visibly to abd fro,, 
fearfully possessed by the . glow of love 
and the anguish of conscience. But at 
length pressing his sword tod scarf to his 
heart, he cried out ; '^Oh that one fairest, 
most glorious hour of my life ! And let 
all my joy be lost, to that gleaming hour 
I still will cling fast P' 
, ^^ A fair, gleaming hour P^ was laughed 
fcHTth from the disguise, as if by a hostile 
echo. ^' Knowest thou then, whom thou 
didst conquer ? An old, good friend, who 
only depiorted himself so bear-baitingly, 
in order to let himself at last be thrown 
down by thee for thy glorification ! Wilt 
thou convince thyself? Wilt thou look?'^ 

And the dark garments flapped back 
from the little form, and the dwarfish 
warrior in strange armour, with the golden* 
horns upon his helmet, and the sickle* 
shaped halberd in his fist, the same whom 
Sintram deemed he had slain upon Nif- 
lung's heath, stood before him, and laugh** 
ed : " Thou seest, my young knight^ 
upon the whole wide world there is no« 
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thing but dream and froth; hold therefore 
Tight fast to the dream that refreshes thee, 
swallow down the froth that thou relish- 
est! Down with me then into the sub- 
terraneous passage ! It leads up to thine 
idol Helen.— Or wouldest thou know thy 
friend a little nearer first ?*^ 

t ^ 

The visor flew back ; the Li^Ie Mas* 
terV hideous face stared at the knight, 
and the latter asked as if half in a dream: 
" Art thou perchance, the wicked en- 
chantress, dame Venus, too ?^' 

" A piece of her !'' lalighed the Little 
Master; " or rather she is a piece of me. 
And only bestir thyself, so that thou 
inayest be disenchanted, and transformed 
into the handsome Prince P^ris; then, 
. O Prince Paris,'^— and his voice grew 
into an alluring song^ — '^ Then, O Prince 
Paris, shall I be fair, as thou V^ 

At the same instant the pious Rolf 
appeared above upon the battlement, and 
with a consecrated taper in his lantern 
cast its light down into the moat, seeking 
for the young knight whom he had missed. 
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*^ Id God's name, Sir Sintram/' he cried 
out, *^ what, is that ghost of the body 
which you slew upon Niflung^s heath, 
and which I could never bury, doing by 
your side ?'* 

*' Seest thou there ? Hearest thou 
there >'^ whispered the Little Master, 
and drew back into the shade of the sub- 
terraneous passage. ^* The wise gentle- 
man there above knows me right well. 
Thy heroic feat was nought. Pluck then 
merrily the joys of life ?" 

But Sintram sprang with powerful self- 
constraint back into the bright circle, 
which the lantern held down by Rolf 
described, and cried threateningly : " De- 
part from me thou restless spirit! I 
know, I bear a name within me, wherein 
thou canst have no part.'' 

Angrily and in alarm the Little Master 
ran into the passage, and dashed to the 
iron door behind him with a crash. It 
was, as if he were heard within moaning 
and croaking. 

But Sintram clomb up the wall, and 
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beckpn«d to his old fosterer to be siknt, 
while he only said : " One of my best 
joys, yea the very best of all my joys has 
been takeairom me, but still with God's 
help I am not yet lost/^ 

Beneath the glimnneriiig of the next 
morning glow, he and Rolf walled up the 
door to the perilous passage with enor- 
mous fls^-stones; 
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TWENTY^FOURTH CHAPTER- 

The long northern winter was at length 
over ; the woods rustled merrily in their 
bright gre^n dressi friendly spots of grass 
beckoned down from the cliffs, the valleys 
became green, the. brooks gushed along; 
only on the highest mountain-brows did 
the snow yet rest, and Folko's and Gra*- 
brielle^s bark rocked to and fro ready to 
sail upon the sunny waves of the sea. 

The Baron now restored to health, 
strong and fresh as if nothing hostile had 
ever checked his hero^might, was staQd- 
ing one morning with his beautiful wife 
upon the shore, and the graceful pair, 
glad at their approaching return to their 
home, cheerfully watched their attendants 
who were packing up their luggage, and 
lading it into the vessel. 
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Then said one of the band, in the 
course of the converse that was wander- 
ing variously to and fro : " What how- 
ever seems to me the most awful and 
the wonderfullest of all things in this 
north country, is the stone tower upon 
the Moon-rock ; inside of it indeed I 
have never been, but when during our 
hunting I saw it peer over upon us above 
th^ fir-tops, my breast was always wont 
to tighten, as if something unheard of 
must be housing there. And a few weeks 
since, — the snow was still lying hard eve- 
rywhere throughout the valleys,— -I came 
unexpectedly quite close up to the 
strange building. The yoiing Sir Sin- 
tram was walking about upon the walls 
quite alone beneath the breaking dusk, 
like a departed hero-spirit, and touched a 
guitar in his arms with low, low notes of 
sorrow, and sighed so right heartily and 
grievously thereto— ^^ 

The speaker's voice was overpowered 
by the noise of the crowd, and he was 
also approaching the ship with his ready* 
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tied bundle, so that Folkb and Gabrielle 
distinguished not the close of his speech. 

But the beautiful mistress gazed upon 
her knight with tear-bedewed eyes, and 
sighed: " The lonely Moon-rock lies 
over towards those mountain-tops, does 
it not ? My heart aches for the poor, poor 
Sintram." 

^^ I understand thee, thou pure gracious 
woman, and the pioua compassion in thy 
tender breast ;'' returned Folko, and he 
forthwith let his most swift-footed Bar- 
bary nag be brought .forth, charged i the 
men-at-arms with the guardianship of 
their noble lady^ and sprang, attended by 
Gabrielle^s thanking smile, in to the saddle, 
and up the valley which Led towards the 
stone tower. 

Sin tram was sitting upon a grass-plot 
before • the • draw-bridge, touching the 
strings of his guitar, and letting single 
tears trickle upon the golden wire-work, 
almost as Montfaucon's follower had de-* 
scribed him. Suddenly there breathed 
over him something like the shadow of 
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a cloud) and he looked up, deeming some 
returning flight of cranes might be sweep- 
ing through the air. But the heavens 
were quite empty and clear and blue, 
and while the young knight was yet. 
musing thereupon, a large bright javelin 
fell down from the battlement of the 
richly stored tower just before his feet. 
. " Take it up ! Use it well ! Thy foe 
is at hand. At hand too is the vanish- 
ing of thy most beloved bliss V^ Thus 
sounded a distinct whisper in his ear, and 
it was unto him, as if he saw the Little 
Mastery's shadow glide along close beside 
him into some nigh cleft in the rock or 
other within the moat. 

But at the same moment also a tall, 
gigantic, spare form passed through the 
valley, in some measure like unto the de- 
ceased^ pilgrim, only very, very much 
larger, and raised its long dry arm with 
fearful threatening on high, and sank 

down into an old burial-vault. 

« 

At the very selfsame instant came. Sir 
Folko of Montfaucon springing up the 
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Moon*rock swift as the wind, and must 
doubtless have perceived something of the 
strangei apparitions, for as he remained 
baiting close behind Sintram, he looked 
somewhat pale, and asked gravely in a 
low voice : 

** Who were the two persons, Sir, with 
whom you were just now conversing 
here?*^ '. 

" That is known, to . the dear God ;" 
replied Sintram. " I know them not/' 
. " If they be but known to the dear 
Godl^' cried Montfaucon. 'VBut I fear 
he knows very little indeed any longer 
of you and of all your goings on/* 

" You speak dreadfully bitter words /* 
answered Sintram« V' But I must, since 
that ill-fated (evening — alas, and eve^i 
since an earlier time ! — contentedly bear 
every thing Whatsoever from you* — Dear 
Sir, you may believe iaae, 1 know not my 
fearful companions, I call them not, and 
I know not what curse full of horror has 
bound them fast to* my heels. The dear 
God meanwhile^ I hope, knows of me. 
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as a careful shepherd forgets not e^en the 
worst and wildest lamb, that has gone 
astray from the flock, and now cries after 
him with yearning voice amidst the dark 
waste/' 

Hereat the noble Baron's ^trangement 
gave way altogether. Two bright tears 
stood in his eyes, ^nd he said: ** No, 
assuredly God has not forgotten thee, 
only forget not thou the dear God. I 
came not moreover to reprove- thee. I 
came to bless thee, in Gabrielle's name 
and my own. The Lord preserve thee, 
the Lord restrain thee, the Lord purify 
thee. And, Sintram, from the far coasts 
of Normandy I shall cast my eyes over 
upon thee, and I shall learn how thou 
strivest against the evil that weighs upon 
thy poo( life, and when thou hast once 
shaken it off, and standest forth as a noble 
conqueror over curse and murder, then 
shalt thou receive a pledge of reward and 
of love from me,^ more glorious than thou 
or I at this moment conceiveJ*' 

The words flowed from the Baron's 
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mouth in prophetic guise, he himself 
only half understood what he spake, after 
a friendly greeting turned his noble Bar- 
bary steed, and flew down again along 
the vale-path towards the shore. 

" Fool, fool, triple fool !*^ whispered 
the Little Master's angry voice in Sintram's 
ear, but the old Rolf was singing his 
morning hymn clearly and distinctly 
within the castle, and its last verse was 
as follows : 

'' Oh I blest are they. 

Who cast away 

All that this world desires ! 

God grants to them 

A diadem ' 

Among his angel choirs.** 

At this a blessed delight penetrated 
iirto Sintram's heart, and he looked still 
more joyfully around, than in the hour 
when Gabrielle gave him sword and scarf, 
and Folko struck him a knight. 

L 
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TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Xhe Baron and his belmtiful housewife 
were already sailing upon the wide sea 
with a favouring spring breeze, yea the 
coasts of Normandy were already mount- 
ing up out of the waves before them, aod 
Biorn Flame-eye yet ever sat dark and 
speechless in his castle. He had not 
taken a farewell of them. There was 
more awe-stricken defiance than loving 
reverence for Montfaucon in his soul, 
especially since the incident with the 
boar-image, and bitterly did the thought 
gnaw at his proud heart, that the great 
Baron, the bloom and glory of his whole 
race, had come in joy to visit him, and 
was now departing dissatisfied, with se- 
vere reproachful seriousness. He held 
it continually before his eyes, and carved 
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it as if with thorns upon his breast, how 
all had come to pass, and how all might 
have come to pa^ otherwise,) and he evej 
iaocied that he heard the songs, which 
even a distant after-world must yet sing 
of this journey of the great Folko, and of 
the worthlessness of the wild Biorn. 

At length, full of fierce rage, he tore 
asunder the bands of his gloomy moping, 
burst forth from his castle with all his 
men-atyarms, and commenced one of he 
most tremendous and unjust feuds which 
he had* ever yet fought. Sin tram heard 
his father's war-horn sound, gave the 
charge of the stone tower to the old Rolf, 
and armed for battle sprang forth » 

But the flamesof the huts and farm^ 
yards amongst the mountains arose on 
high before him, and flashed upon . hinji 
with their.fearful fiery writing, what kind 
of war Sir Biorn wa» carrying on. Then 
he still indeed advanced further unto his 
father's banner, but he there only pffered 
his mediation^ ayouchitig that in so hate- 
ful a contest he .would qii^ver lay his han^ 
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upon his noble sword, even though the 
stone tower were to sink down beneath 
the vengeance of the foe, and the family 
castle together with it- Biorn threw the 
spear, which he< was just hplding in his 
hand, in mad rage at his son. The mur- 
derous weapon hissed by him, Sintram 
remained halting with open visor, stirred 
no limb in his defense, and said: " Father, 
do what you may. But in your godless 
war I go not forth. ^^ 

Biorn Flame-eye smiled indeed scorn- 
fully: "It seems, I am always to retain 
an overseer here ;- the delicate French 
knight is relieved by my son l^^— But he 
nevertheless went into himself, accepted 
Sin tramps mediation, compeiisated for the 
damages he had inflicted, and drew darkly, 
back to his family castle, while Sintram 
returned again up the Moon-rock. 

Similar events were henceforth no 
rarity. It came unto this, that Sintram 
was regarded as the guardian lord of all 
those whom his father in the fulness of 
his bursting wrstth persecuted ; but still 
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the youDg knight was at times borne on- 
wards by his own fierceness, so that he 
went band in hand with his raging father 
in his feiarful deeds. Then Biorn was 
wont to laugh full of hideous satisfaction, 
and to say : "Only look, my son dear, 
how our torches blaze up out of the 
yards! how the blood has rushed out of 
those corpses after our swords ! I see 
after all, however thou may est bear thy- 
self, thpu art and remainest . my true 
dear heir!" 

After such waste wanderings astray 
Sintram knew not how to find any other 
consolation than by galloping unto the 
chaplain at Drontheim, and confessing to 
him his misery and his sin. The priest 
then absolved him indeed from his 
guilt after befitting penance and repen- 
tance, and raised up the remorseful youth 
again ; but he also said often : 

"Oh! how. near, how very near wert 
thou already to the undergoing thy last 
trial, and then looking victorious into 
Verena's face,. and reconciling all things I 
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Now ffaou i|ast agaifi hurled thyself bdck 
for years. Bethink thyself^ my son, the 
life of man passes 4way, and if thou art 
ever anon slipping downwards, how wilt 
thou yet on this side clinob tip to the 
top ?" 

And years mounted up, and years went 
down, and Biom^s head became snow- 
white, and out of the youth Siiitram was 
become a man almost growing old ; the 
ageid Rolf was scarce able any more to 
leave the stone-tower, and said at times : 
" That I yet live is indeed a great over- 
burthen to me, but also in some measure 
a high comfort, since I think that the 
deax God has yet a great, very great joy 
in store for me here below. And that 
must concern you, dear Sir knight Sin- 
tram; for what else in the world could 
possibly give me joy ?** 

But every thing remained as it was, 
and Sintram^s fearful dreams about Christ- 
mas became every year rather more savage 
than milder. 

The holy season was now again ap« 
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preaching, and the tormented knight felt 
more anxious at heart than ever. At 
times, when he was reckoning up the 
nights until then, a cold sweat came over 
his forehead, and he said: *^ Rdy upon 
it, my dear old fosterfather, this time 
something quite fearfully decisive hangs 
over nie/^ 

Now he discovered in himself onei 
evening an alarm that urged him towards 
his father. It was unto him, as if the 
most horrible of all things were now ^o^ 
iog on in the family castle, an^d Rolf in 
vain reminded him that the snow was 
lying high as a house in the valleys, in 
vain did he even hint at the possibility, 
that the fearful dream might come over 
the knight during the lonely darkness in 
the mountains.—" Worse it cannot be, 
than if I remain here;'^ returned Sintram, 
drew his horse out of the stall, and trotted 
forth into the growing darkness. 

the noble steed slipped and stumbled 
and fell along the pathless ways, and 
every time the knight plucked him up 
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again, and drove him only more hastily 
and more anxiously forwards to the longed 
for and dreaded goal. Yet he would pro- 
bably have scarce reached it, had not his 
faithful hound Skovmaerke run along by 
his side. He sought out for his dear 
master the paths that had been blown 
away, and lured him towards them with a 
merry barking, and by whining warned 
him from the precipices and fropi the 
deceitful smoothness of the -ice beneath 
the snow. In this manner they arrived 
at length about midnight at the family 
castle. The windows, of the hall ligh- 
tened in their faces richly illuminated^ 
as if a solemn feast were celebrated there- 
in ; there sounded also through the lat- 
tices something like a hollow song: Sin- 
tram hastily gave his steed to some at- 
tendants in the castle-court, and ran up 
the steps, while Skovmaerke remained 
with his friend the horse. In the castle 
d pious vassal met the knight, and said; 
'' Thank God, dear Sir, that you are 
come! There is certainly again some^ 
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thing evil brewing ^bove. But be. you. 
yourself upon your guard, and let not 
yourself be beguiled. Your father has 
a guest, and, as it seem» to me, a hateful 
one/' , 

Sintram opened the doors shuddering. 

A little man in a miner's garb was sit- 
ting with his back towards him; the 
harnesses had already a long time since 
been built up again around the stone- 
table, so that they only left two places 
free; that opposite to the door was oc- 
cupied by Biorn Flame-eye, shone upon 
by the most glaring rays of the torches, 
and so flamingly red in his countenance 
and looks, that he was altogether suited 
to that fearful surname. 

" Father, whom have you with you ?'' 
cried Sintram, and his guess became as- 
surance, as the miner turned round, and 
the Little Master's loathsome face laughed 
forth from the dark hood. 

•* Aye, look you. Sir son,'' said the 
wholly bewildered Biorn, " thou hast not 
been with me this long time, and so this 

l2 
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joTtal compaaion has riaited me this 
evening, and thy place ii^ lost unto thee. 
But only throw one of the harnei^ses aside, 
and fetch thyself a seat in its room, and 
drink with us, and make merry with ys/^ 

" Aye, do so, Sir knight Sintram!^^ 
laughed the Little Master. '* What else 
can come of it, than that the overthrown 
pieces of armour will rattle against one 
another somewhat strangely ,^^ and at the 
utmost the wandering ghost of him to 
whom the harness belonged will give you 
a look over your shoulder ? But our wine 
he will not drink up; that ghosts are 
wont to let alone. To it therefore 
cheerily 1** . 

Biorn je/ined in the loathsoi&e stranger's 
laugh with mad vehemence, and while 
Sintram was collecting all his strength, 
in order not to be driven out of his senses 
by these wild speeches, and with still 
fixedness looked into the Little Master's 
face, the old man cried : ^^ Why starest 
thoii at him thus ? Seems it to thee per- 
chance, as if thou wert looking into ^ 
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mirroF ? Now that you are together^ I no 
longer find it so much ; but before it was 
uQto me, as if you might have been taken 
for one another." 

'' That God forefend !'' aaid Sin tram, 
stept up nearer towards the fearful ap- 
paritiop, and spake : '^ I command thee, 
hateful stranger, that thou depart from 
this castle, on the strength of my power 
as son. and heir, as a consecrated knight, 
and as a spirit." 

Biorn seemed resolved to set himself 
against this with all his* fierceness ; the 
Little Master muttered unto himself: 
'' Thou art not yet master of the house 
here, thou pious knight, thou hast never 
yet lit a fire here upon the hearth;" — 
then Sintram drew forth the sword which "^ 
Gabrielle had bestowed upon him, held 
the cross at its hilt before the eyes of the 
evil guest, and said calmly, but with a 
voice of power : " Worship, or fly !" 

And he fled, th^ terrible stranger fled 
from thence with such lightning-like 
^peed, that one scarce knew whether he 
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had sprung through the window or out 
at the door. But he overthrew some of 
the harnesses in so doing, the torches 
went out, and in a blue and yellow light, 
which in an inconceivable manner illu- 
minated the hall, it was, as if the Little 
Master's words were receiving their ful-^ 
filment, as if the ghosts, to whom the 
fallen harnesses had belonged, were lean- 
ing over the table grinning fearfully. 

Both the father and the son were dis- 
mayed at heart, but each struck into the 
opposite way to safety. Biorn would 
have the hateful guest up again, and the 
effect of this was to be felt : his will was^ 
so mighty, that the Little Master's step 
already clattered anew upon the stairs, 
his brown and yellow, dry hand already 
fumbled at the lock of the door. 

Sintram on the contrary kept ever say- 
ing to himself: ^^ We are lost, if he comes 
back 1 We are lost to all eternity, if he 
comes back V' and he sank upon his 
knees and prayed fervently from his 
anguished heart to Father, Saviour and 
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Holy Ghost ; and then the Little Master 
was away from the door ; and again Biofn 
willed him back ; and again Sintram 
prayed him away ; thus the fearful spiri- 
tual wrestling continued throughout the 
loDg^night ; and howling whirlwinds raged 
meanwhile round about the castle ; so 
that the whole household thought that 
the end of time was at hand. 

A morning glimmer dawned at length 
upon the windows of the hall, the roar of 
the storm hushed, Biorn sank strength- 
lessly slumbering back upon his seat; 
hope and rest came into the spirits of all 
the dwellers in the castle, and Sintram 
went out before the gate pale and ex** 
hausted, to breathe the dewy air of the 
mild winter morning. 
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TWENTY.SIXTH CHAPTER. 

IHE faithful Skovmaerke had followed 
his master caressing, him, and lay now. 
while Sin tram sat half asleep upon a stone 
bench in the wall, watchful and listening 
at his feet. On. a sudden be pricked up 
his ears, looked pleaded with bright eyes 
around, and sprang with merry leaps down 
the. hill. Immediately after the chaplain 
of Drontheim came forth amidst the 
stones, w^ile the good creature fawned 
upon him to greet him, and then ran back 
again to his knight, as if to announce un- 
to him the wished*for tidings. 

Sin tram opened his eyes, like a child 
before whose bed the Christmas gifts have 
been placed. For the chaplain smiled 
upon him, as he had never smiled upon 
him before. There lay victory and bliss, 
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or at least the joyous nearness of both m 
that smile. 

" Thou didst much yesterday, very 
mdchP^ said the pious priest, add his 
hands were folded, and bis jeyes were 
moistened. '^ I bless God on thine ac- 
count my hero-knight. Yerena knows 
all, and she also blesses God on thine ac* 
count. Yea, I dare hope, that the time 
will now soon be at hand, when thou 
mayest appear before her. But Sintram, 
Sir Sintram, the urgency also is great. 
For the old man there above needs speedy 
help, and thou hast got a heavy— -I hope 
the last--^but yet a highly heavy trial to 
undergo in his behalf. Arm thyself, my 
hero^arm thyself also with bodily weapons. 
This time indeed there is only need of 
ghostly arms, but upon decisive moments 
the whole solemn g^rb of his order ever 
beseems the knight, as it does the monk. 
When all is right with thee, we will go 
forthwith together to Drontheim. Thou 
must return again this night. Tbat too 
belongs to the hidden counsels, which 
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dawn arid reveal themselves in Verena^s 
visions. Besides there, is still ever so 
much here, that is hostile and wild, and 
thou hast great need today of collecting 
thyself calmly/' 

' With joyful meekness Sioitram bowed 
his assent, and called for his horse and for 
a suit of armour. " Only," added hcj 
" do not bring me any one of the har- 
nesses, which since last night lie over- 
thrown in the hall.'' — Every thing was 
speedily done according to his command. 

The pieces 6f armour, which were 
brought forth, were beautifully adorned 
with graven work ^ the helmet alone was 
simple, as though shaped rather after the 
guise of a squire, than of a knight ; the 
lance which belonged thereto was almost 
gigantically large ; — and all these did the 
chaplain regard with deep thought and 
mournful emotion. At length, when 
Sintram with the assistance of the squires 
was now almost ready harnessed, the 
pious priest said : 

*' Wonderful appointment of God ! 
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Look you, dear Sir, this armour and this 
spear were borne formerly by Sir Weigand 
the Slim, and he accomplished many 
great deeds therewith. Now when h© 
was nursed by your mother in the castle, 
and your father also, was yet quite mild 
towards him, he begged as a favour for 
himself, that he might hang up his har- 
ness and his lance in Biorn's armoury ,-i- 
he himself, . as you, well know, thought 
of b.uilding a cloist^er und of entering as a 
monk therein, — aqd he added thereto. his 
former squire's helmet instead of another, 
because he yet wore this, when he for the 
first' time looked into the beautiful Vere- 
na's angel facCi How comes it to pass 
now thus peculiarly, that these very 
arms, which have ^o long rested, are 
brought forth to you for the decisive 
hour ! To me at least, so far as my short- 
sighted human eye can reach, to me it 
seems to be a very solemn sign indeed, 
but a glorious one and one full of high 
promuse/' . 

Siotram stood meanwhile completely 
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equipped quite majestically and in full 
splendour, agd one might have almost 
taken him to be still a youth from his 
shape and address, only that his grief- 
ploughed countenance stared forth from 
his helmet with the marks of age. 

" Who has stiick leaves upon my war- 
horse's head ?" disked Sintram of the at- 
tendants with displetisure. *^ I am* no 
conqueror and no bridegroom. And what 
sort of leaves are there to be fotind now 
inori^over, except these red and yellow 
rustling oak-leaves, glooniy and dead, as 
the season itself?" 

" Sir, i know not my self ;'\ replied a 
vassal; ^^ but it was unto me somehow, 
as if it could not be otherwise.'^ 

" Let it be ;^\said the chaplain. " It 
is unto me, as if this also came for a sig- 
nificlint omen from the right sourcie.'^ 

Then the knight swung himself into 
his saddle, the priest walked by his side, 
and both journeyed slowly and silently 
towards Drontheim. The good hound ran 
after his master. 
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When they came in sight of Dion-> 
theim's high castle, a soft smile laid itself 
upon Sintram^s face, like sunshine upon 
a wintry valley. " God does great things 
with me ;^^ said he. *" As a fearfully wild 
boy did I once spring away from hence ; 
as a penitent man do I now return. I hope 
it will be well with this poor desolate 
Hfe/' 

The chaplain bowed his head in 
friendly assent, and th^ travellers soon 
after passed through the I^flty, sounding, 
vaulted gate into the castle-court. Upon 
the • priest's signal attendants hastened 
reverently forwards, and tobk the horse 
itito their care; then he and Sintram 
paced along many tangled staircased and 
passages towards the remote little cham- 
ber, which the chaplain had chosen out 
for himself, far from the turmoil of men« 
nigh unto the clouds and the stars. Here 
a still day was passed by both in ^hearty, 
fervent prayer, and in diligent perusal of 
holy writings. 
As the evening mounted up, the chap- 
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lain arose and said : ^^ Up, my knight, 
gird now thy horse, and seat thyself up- 
on him, anfl ride again towards thy father^s . 
castle. Thou hast a wearisome path be- 
fore thee, and I may not attend thee. 
But call upon the Lord for thee, that I 
may, and that I will, this whole fearful 
night through. O thou very dear vessel 
of the Most High, go not ^into thy de- 
struction !'^ 

Shuddering from terrible forebodings, 
but yet strong and fresh in his spirit, 
Sintram, did according to the holy man^s 
behest. The sun was just sinking down, 
as the knight approached a long valley, 
singularly shut in by rocks, through 
which his way led home to the family 
castle. 
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TWENTY-SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

When already nigh unto the pass be- 
tween the cliffs, the knight looked back 
once again with thankfulness and prayer 
towards Drontheim -castle. It lay so still 
and large and quiet there, .the bright win- 
dows of the chaplain's lofty chamber 
sparkled yet in the last gleams of the 
already vanished sun; before Sintram 
there yawned the dark valley, like his 
grave. 

' Then came some one from the side of 
the road riding up to him on a little horse, 
and Skovmaerke, who had leapt encjuif- 
ingly towards the strange form, ran back 
now with his tail between his legs and his 
ears sunken, howling and whining, and 
drew back in alarm beneath his master's 
war-horse. 
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But even this noble aniniai seemed to 
forget its otherwise so ardent battle-spirit. 
It shuddered, and as the knight was driv- 
ing it towards the stranger, it mounted 
rearing and champing on high, and began 
to walk backwards upon its hind-hoofs. 
Only with difficulty was it at length sub- 
dued by Sintram^s strength and horseman- 
ship. He approached, his steed being 
quite white, with foam, towards the un- 
known traveller. 

" You have timrd animals with you;*^ 
said the latter with alo\v suppressed voice. 

Sintram could not, beneath the ever 
deeplier and deeplier blackening dusk, 
rightly distinguish what sort of a be- 
ing exactly he had before him; only 
a very paleface — bethought at. first it 
was covered with fresh - fallen snow— ^ 
shone upon him from out of the conceal- 
ing garments. It seemed that the stran- 
ger was bearing a little chest wrapped up 
beneath his arm, his nag sank, as though 
deadly weary, its bead towards the ground, 
thereat a bell, that hung down under its 
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neck from the ugly tattered reins, sounded 
strangely. 

After some silence Sintram returned : 
** Noble steeds are wont to be shy of such 
as are less noble, because they are ashamed 
of them^ and the bravest dogs are over- 
come with a- secret shuddering at un- 
wonted forms. I have no timid animals 
with me." 

** Well, Sir knight^ then ride with me 
into the valley." . 

*' Into the valley I am going, but I 
need no companions." 

^' But I may perhaps need one.' See 
you not that I am unarmed ? And about 
this time, about this hour, there are loath- 
some witch-creatures here." 

Then, as it were, hideously to confirm 
the stranger's words, a thing swung itself 
down from the nearest hoarfrosted tree — 
one could not distinguish whether it was 
a snake or whether it was a lizard — 
which curled and riggled about, aqd 
seemed wishing to make at the knight or 
his companion, Sintram thrust with his 
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lance at it, and pierced it through. But 
it sat fixed, making, the most hideous 
contortions, above upon the spear-head, 
and in vain did the knight strive to brush 
it off against the rock or the branches. 
Then he sank his lance over his right 
shoulder behind him, so that he had the 
loathsome creature no longer before his 
eyes, and said with calm courage to the 
Stranger : 

^' It does seem in truth, as if I could 
help you, and the company of an unknown 
person has not been exactly forbidden to 
me ; so cheerily forwards, and into the 
valley.^' 

"Help'/^ thus sounded back the gloomy 
answer. " Not help — I perhaps may hel[j 
thee. May God at least have mercy on 
thee, if I should ever at any time be iro 
nlore able to help thee. Then woulde&rt 
thou be lost, and I should be very terrible 
unto thee. But we are going into the 
valley j and I have thy knightly word for 
so doing. Come V^ 

They rode forwards ; Sin tramps horse 
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yet ever shying, the iaithftil hound yet 
ever whining, but both obeying the will of 
their master, the knight calm and firm. 

The snow had fallen away from the 
soioQth rocks, and by the light of the as- 
cending mopn one saw upon the stone 
walk, many winding monsters, partly 
shaped with serpents' forms, partly with 
human 'faces. They were however only 
strange veins in the cli£fs, and in the 
midst amongst them half-nake^i roots of 
trees that with obstinate stiffness had 
taken up their abode there. Drontheim 
Castle gazed in yet once more through a 
cleft in the rock, lofty and stranger-like, 
as it were to bid farewelU 

Then the knight looked right sharply 
into his companion's eyes, and it almost 
seemed to him as if Weigand the Slim 
were riding beside him. ^* In God's 
name,'' he cried out, *' art thou per* 
chance the shade of the departed hero, 
who suffered and died for Verena ?'' 

*^ I suffered not, I died not ; but ye 
suffer, and ye die, ye wretched r(K:e !'' so 

M 
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murmured the stranger. " I eiin not Wifei- 
gand. I am the other One, Who looked 
so like unto him, and whom thou alsohast 
already df yore met in the forest/^ 
" Sintram Strove to teaf himself away 
frbni the horror whicfi overcame hitn at 
these words. He looked u^onlliis home; 
it seemed to him quite transformed. The 
dry, coloured bakleaves rustled'ut>on its 
Hiead^ like the flames upon ^n altar, be- 
iieath the gliding of die' moonbeams. 
He looked down towards his 'faithful 
Skovmaerke; he also was quite marvel- 
lousiy disfigured'by his fear: Upoii the 
groiind there lay in the midst Of the road 
dead men's bones, ' and hideous Kzarils 
crept along, and ' venomously gl6wing 
weeds were sprouting up insjpite of the 
wintry season. • » 

" Is then that stillmy horse, upon wMth 
I ride?^* the knight lowly asked himscJf. 
** And i^ that trembling ariimial, Whidfa 
runs beside me, my hound ?'^' ' 

Here ^ome One cried out befaitid him 
with a yelling voice: ^^* Halt ! H^t ! take 
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me also along wifch you r^^Sintnon Itfpfct 
ing round beheld a loathsome little iotm^ 
boi:ned> half a 1boar, half a bear in face, 
striding upright upon horde's hoofs, with a 
inw'Ti^llaMjsIy hideous hooked pr sfckle- 
likp weapon in its. haqfl* It was the .b^r: 
ioig, t;htit had been wont to torture him ia 
his dreams, and alas ! it was. also at t^i^ 
same tim^ the noxious Little ]\|taster, 
and wildly laughing stretched fqrth a long 
claw towjards the knight's hip.. 

Siot7lU9 murmured confounded : ^' I 
have surely ialleq ^^leep 1 and my. dreaipfi 
ar^ now. bursting forth !" . . 

" ThOu wakert^^^eturned the ridpr of 
the little horse» '' and me also dost tho%i 
know from thy ^I'l^ams; for 1q, I am 
Death/' 

And his garments fell away. from him, 
aiMJ ft inouidering f|eshless corpse pani^ 
forth from th^m, aad a. half de^ fac# « 
with a diadem pf serpents; whathad stuck 
GQQqealed beneath • his mantleiwa^ an 
hourgla^^ that had i^lmost run out. ; This) 
Death held up bfffore the knight wil;h bis 
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flesbless right arm. The bell upon the 
neck of the little horse sounded at the 
same time very solemnly. It was a death- 
bell. 

'' Lord into thy hands I commend my 
spirit!^' prayed Sintrana, and rode ftill of 
calm resignation after the onward beck- 
oning Death. 

'^ He has not gotten thee yet ! He has 
not gotten the^ yet \'^ screamed the terri- 
ble monster behind him. *' Give thyself 
up rather uhtolne. In' the twinkling of 
an eye — for swift are thy thoughts, swift 
is my might — in the twinkling of an eye 
thou standest in Normandy. Helen yet 
blooms ravishing, as when she departed 
hence, and thiiie shall she be this very 
night.^^ 

And again he took up his godless 
praise-chaunt of Gabrielle^s beauty, and 
Sintram's heart beat high in his weak 
bosom glowingly and wildly. 

Death said no more,' but he raised the 
hourglass id his right hand higher and 
ever higher, and as the sand now ran away 



AND HIS COMPANIONS. 246 

more rapidly, a gentle gleam from the 
glass laid itself upon Sintram^s face, and 
then it was unto him, as if eternity in its 
still splendour were opening before him, 
and as if the confused world were. pluck- 
ing him backwards with hideous claws. 

/^ I command thee, thou wild, form, 
that thus foUowest me,'' he cried out, •. *' I 
command thee in the name of fay Lord 
Jesu^ Christ that thou desist from thy 
.enticing prate, and that thou name thyself 
uDto me with the word, wherewith thoi; 
art charactered in Holy Writ P'\ 

A name more fearful than a thunderr 
clap roared in despair from the lipsi of the 
tempter, and he vanished. 

V He will not come again ;'' isaidDeath 
friendly. 

*' So then I am now become altogether 
thine, my solemn companion ?'' 

^*Notyet,mySintram. Not till after 
muiy, many years shall I come unto 
thee. But thou must not forget me un- 
til then.'' 

^^ I will hold thee fast before my soul. 
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thou fearfully healing wftrnef) thou ter- 
ribly loving guide/^ ; 
" Ob, I can also look very mild/^ 
And be proved it forthwith by the deed. 
Hi^ form began to melt away ever more 
and more softly before the growing glitn* 
mer that shone out of the hourglass, his 
features but now so bitterly severe smiled 
tenderly, out of the crown of serpents 
there grew a sparkling palm-wfeath, out 
of this horse a white vapoury moon-^ud^ 
and the bell dang f6i'th sweet lullabies in- 
visibly therefrom. Sintram thought he 
distinguished these words ill the sound : 

'' World and«rdl«fiit fly before thee ! 
Heavenly lights are hoverisg o'et thee I - 
Hero who hast won this prize^ 
Help' the old man in his sorrow • ^ 
For my hand this very morrow 
Fast will dose his flaming eyes.** 

The knight tvell kinew that his father 
was hereby meant, and urged on his noble 
horse at full speed. It obeyed him now 
easily and readily, and the faithful hound 
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ran again busily and with confidence by 
his sidje; Death had disappeared, only 
something like a ruddy morning cloud 
hovered along before him, which remained 
visible even then, when the already up- 
risen sun clearly and brightly lit up the 
pure wintry sky. 
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TWENTY-EIGHTH CHAPTER. 



^^ riE is dead» he has died of the tierrors 
of that dceadfui stormy night !'^ so said 
about this time some men-at-arms of Sir 
Biorn^ who since the morning of the for- 
mer day had not yet come to his senses, 
and for whom they had prepared a couch 
of wolPs and bear's skins in the great 
hall, amidst the scattered overthrown har- 
nesses. One of the squires sighed softly t 
'^ Oh God, have pity upon this poor wild 
Soul P^~ 

Then the watchman blew from the 
tower, and a yeoman entered the chaia- 
ber amazed. 

'^ A knight is advancing hitherward,'' 
said he, '\ a marvellous knight. I should 
take him for Sir Sintram, but a bright, 
bright morning-cloud is hovering along 
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e^er close before him, and gleaois upon ^ 
himwUh such fresh light, that; one might 
think pure red blossoms were falling 
down upon him. Besides his horse bears 
a reddish wreath of leaves on high upon 
his head, such as I have never, been wont 
to see about the son of our^dead Lord.^^ 

'^ Just such an one,^^ returned another^ 
'^ did I weave for him yesterday. It 
pleased him not at first, but afterwards he 
letitbe.^' 

" And why didst thou so* V^ 

^> It was, as if somebody kept singing 
and singing in my ear : 

' The victory, the victory. 

The fJEdrest, noblest victory, 

.The knight he rides to the victory V-^ 

And jUst then a branch of our oldest oak- 
tree was stretching along over my head, 
and had yet kept almost air its red^and 
yellow leaves through the snow. So I 
did according to . that which was siing 
unto me, and brushed some of them 
down, and wove a wreath of victory for 

M 2. 
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the noble War«-borse. And while I was 

r 

io doing Skovmaerke juaiped-*-ye know, 
the good creature had always a strange 
shiness of Sir Biom, and had therefore 
gone with the horse into the stable-^he 
jumped upon. me fawning and so merrily, 
as if he Would thank me for my work, 
imd such noble -creatures have a good un- 
derstanding of fair omens.'^ 

The sound of Sintram^s spurs and 
Skovmaerke's merry bark were heard 
advancing up' the flagstotie-steps. 
. Then 9p ippse Ht once the supposed 
corpse of the old Biorn, looked with 
rolling eyes, widely torn open, round 
about him, and asked the terrified men- 
at-arms with a hollow voioe : 

" Who comes. there, ye fellows ? Who 
comes there ? I know it is my son. But 
who comes with him?-^The answer to 
'tb«t bears the sword of judgment in its 
mouth « Look ye, dear vassals, Gotthard 
and Rudlieb have prayed for me very 
much ; but if the Little Master comes 
>ivith him, then am I still lost V^ 
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*' Thou art oot lo»ty dear father}^ 
sounded Stntlam^s friandly voice through 
the gently ' opened door, add the ruddy 
glimmer of the morning cloud floated in 
together with him. 

Biorn folded his hands, looked thank- 
fully up to heaven, and said smiling : 
*^ Yes, yis, blessed be God, it is the right 
compaofion 1 It is the beautiful, friendly 
Death !'* " 

And he. then beckoned his son towards 
him, sayidQg: ^* Come hither, thou my 
jMreserver, come thou blessed of the Lord) 
that I may relate unto thee what has been 
passing with me/^ 

As Sintram now seated himself close 
by the couch of his fether, a remarkable 
change and contrast struck all who were 
in the chamber. For the old Biorn, at 
other times so glowing as well in ^ hip 
whole countenance as in his eyes, was 
now oif a quite pale colour, almost like ^ 

white stone, whileon the other hand the 

« 

heretofore deadly pale Sintram lightened 
like a youth with bright rosy eheeks. 
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This yras, because the momiDg-cloud yet 
ever poured its rays over him, the pre- 
sence of which in the hall was rather to 
be felt than seen, but which neverthe- 
less sparkled through every heart with a 
gentle tremour. 

^' Look, my son,^^ began the old man 
softly and affectionately, *^ I have lain 
indeed very long in a death-slumber, and 



have known nothing of that which was 
going on without me, but inwardly. Oh 
inwardly, there have X known only all 
too much. I thought, my soul must 
perish from everlasting anguish, and yet 
I then again felt it as still much more 
fearful, that my soul was everlasting, like 
this anguish. — Dear child, thy cheeks but 
now so ruddy and like the dawn begin 
nevertheless to pale at my discourse. I 
refrain. But let me tell thee of some- 
thing more .beautiful. Far, far away I 
saw into a lofty bright church, and Gott- 
hard Lenz and Rudlieb were kneeling 
there, and were praying for me. Gott- 
hard was now already become very, very 



* AND HIS GOMPANIONS. 253 

old, and looked almost like our mouatains 
full of snow, but in the beautiful hours 
when they are shone upon by the even- 
ing sun. And Rudlieb too was already 
an old-growing man, but yet very fresh, 
and very strong, and they both freshly * 
and strongly called unto God in behalf of 
me, their foe. Then I heard that a voice, 
like an angel's, said : ^ The best is achieved 
by thy son. He must battle. throughout 
this night with Death, and with him, who 
is feillen. His victory is victory, his over- 
throw is overthrow for the old man and 
for hlms.elf.^ — Hereupon I awoke, and 
knew it now hung upon whom thou 
broughjtest with thee. Thou hast con- 
quered. O blessings next to God upon 
thee !'' 

^' Gotthard Lenz and Rudlieb Lenz 
have also helped much,'' replied Sintram, 
'^ ah, and also, dear father, the burning 
prayer of the chaplain of Drontheim. I 
weir felt in my striving with temptation 
and horror, how the heavenly breath of 
pious men breathed upon me and strength- 
ened me/> 
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^^ That will I gladly belieye from thee, 
my glorious son, and all whatsoever thou 
sayest unto me ;'' returned the old man, 
aiidat the self<*same instant also the chap- 
lain entered, add Biorn smiling with joy 
' and peace stretched forth his hands to- 
waids him. 

Then was there amongst them' all a 
beautiful embracing in unity and blessed-** 
ness.-^^^ Only look/^ said the old Biom, 
^^ how the goodSkovmaerke also jumps up 
upon me now so fondly, aiid tries to caress 
ine ! It is no long time since he always 
howled anxiously, whenever he saw me/^ 

^^DearSir,'^ said the chaplain, ^^ there 
lives even in that good little animal a spirit 
from God, though in trutbonly dreamily 
and. unconsciously/^ 

It now became ever stiller and stiller 
in the hall. The last hour of the old 
knight approached, but he awaited it with 
a clear and cheerful mind. The chaplain 
and Sintram prayed by his couch. The 
men^t-arms knelt reverently arounjd. At 
last the dying man asked : ^' Is that Ye- 
renji's prayer-bell in the cloister?^' and 
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Sintram nodded a friendly assent, but 
his heart's hot tears fell upon his father's 
deadly pale cheeks. Then there brake 
forth as it were a ray from Me old man's 
eyes, and the morning cloud passed alpng 
close over him, ancl ray and morning cloud 
and life had vanished from the corpse. 
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TWENTY-NINTH CIJ AFTER. 

' i 

After a few days Sintram was standing 
in the presence-chamber of the convent, 
and with *a beating heart awaited the ap- 
pearance of his mother. The last time 
that he had seen her was, when he, a 
slumbering boy, had been awakened by 
her hot farewell kisses, in order imme- 
diately afterwards to fall back again asleep, 
miisiDg dreamily what his mother could 
really mean, and to seek her on the fol- 
lowing morning in the castle and garden 
in vain. At his side stood the chaplain, 
and had his joy in the melancholy rapture 
of the mild-grown hero, upon whose 
cheeks a gentle after-gleam of that solemn 
morning cloud had remained behind. .. 

The inner doors opened. Tall and 
majestic and gray-haired the lady Verena 
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entered in her white veils smiling bles- 
sedly, and beckoned her son towards the 
grating. Here no thought could .ari9e of 
any stormy outbreaking of grief or of 
pleasure. The holy peace, which breathed 
through these halls, would have sunken 
itself even into a heart less^ proved and 
purified, than Sintram now bore within 
his bosom. Silently weeping the son 
knelt down before his mother, kissed her 
garment that floated forward through the 
bars, and felt as it were in Paradise, where 
every wish and every tumult is hushed. 

^' Dear mother,'^ said he after a time, 
^^ let me become a holy man, as thou art 
a holy woman ! Then will I ^o into that 
cloister of monks on the other side yon- 
der, and it may be that I shall in some 
after-time be found worthy to become thy 
confessor, when sickness and Jhe weak- 

» 

ness of age keep the pious chaplain at 
Drontheim castle.^' 

^\ That would be a beautiful, stilly 
joyful existence, my good child ;'^ replied 
the lady Verena. ^^ Such however is not 
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thy destiny. A brave, high aad mighty 
knight must thou remain, and employ Jthe 
long life, which is Wont almost always 
to be vouchsafed unto us children of the 
high norths in protecting the weak, in re- 
pressing the wanton, vand yet moreover 
in another joyous and honourable task, 
which I at present rather reverence, than 
know/^ 

^^God^s will be done P^ said the knight, 
and raised himself upright full of resign 
nation and firmness. 

*^ That is my good son i^ returned the 
lady Yerena. ^' Ah, many beautiful still 
joys are blossoming up fw us! Lo, aN 
Mady has our long yearning to see one 
another again been appeased, and thou 
shalt not henceforth moreover depart fitom 
0fte so utterly and altogether into the 
s^mnge distance. Every week, upon thia 
day shalt thou return unto me; and in^ 
form me what gloridus deeds thou hast 
achieved, and procure thyself my counsel 
and my blessing/* 

So I am then altogether become again 
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just like a good, happy child !?^ cried 
Sintram merrily. " Only that the dear 
God has given me yet over and above the 
strength of manhood in soul and body. 
Oh, what a blessed being is a son, unto 
whom it is vouchsafed to delight his dear 
mother. with the garlands and fruits of his 
life V 

Thus he departed now cheerful and 
matiy wise blessed firom the cloister's quiet 
eitibrace, and entered upon his noble ca* 
r^r. Not only did he go forth tipon 
every side, where right wag to be aided 
or wrong to be warded off; to every 
Stranger also did the now very friendly 
ftoiily castle evermore stand open for his 
protection and cheerful entreattnent ; and 
the old Rolf, almost entirely restored to 
youth again by the pioiis glory of his 
knight, presided therein as castle-steward. 
A fair, freshly active winter passed along 
over Sin tramps life, and only at times did 
he sigh stilly unto himself: ^^ Oh Mont- 
faucoh, Oh Gabrielle, have you altogether 
forgottea me ere this, or no ?'^ 
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THIRTIETH CHAPTER. 

Xhs* spring had already come brightly 
over the northern countries^ when one 
momiog^ after a victoriously fought night- 
combat against the moat fearful peace- 
breaker of these districts^ Sintram turned 
his horse back towards the family castle. 
His men-at-arms followed him ringing* 
As. they drew nearer, a merry sound of 
horns pealed over to them from the for- 
tress* ** There mpst be some dear visit 
come to us V^ said the knight, and spurred 
his hprse along at a swifter pace over the 
dew-bright meadow. . 

Already from afar was the old Rolf 
seen busied in preparing ilbder the tre^ 
before the gate a table for the morning 
meal. From every battlement and tower 
banners and ensigns were waving merrily 
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fefreshiDg spring .breeze, the ser* 

ere ruDning to and fro id theit 

.ay clothes. As soon as the pious 

olf was aware of bis knight, be clapt bis 
bands joyfully together over his grt^y 
head, and hastened into the castle. .The 
wings of the ^ gate soon after unfolded 
solemnly, and Rolf came forth to meet 
Sintram, who meanwhile had arrived, 
with tears of joy upon bis eyelashes, and 
pointed at three noble forms that followed 
him. 

Two tall men,— the one venerably old, 
the other almost at the beginning of old 
age, and both singularly like one another, 
-—were leading between them a marvel- 
lously beautiful youth in page-attire of 
heavenly blue satin richly adorned with 
golden leaf- work. Both the old men 
wore the black satin garb of 'German 
citizens, and heavy gpld^cbains with large 
glittering medals around their neck and 
breast. 

Sintram had never yet seen his lofty 
guests, and nevertheless they seemed to 
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him like old and faniiliar aoquatptancias* 
The venerably old man reminded him of 
his dying father^s words. concerning the 
snowberg shone upon by the evieDiog sun, 
and he recollected at the same time; he 
hitnself knew not* how, -his- having ooc^ 
heard fronii Foiko, that in the soathem 
countries one of the highest peaks of this 
kind was called the moant of Saint Gott« 
hard. Theii he knew also at once that 
the old^'gtowing, freshly strong man on 
the other side was named Rudlieb. But 
the youth ill the midst of them both, — 
ah; Sintraim scarce ventured in his bu* 
mility to hopie, who ifc*might:bej however 
proudly and mildly bis featui^es called up 
within him two highly honoured forms. 

Then the old GoUhard Lenz, the king 
of old men, stept solemnly up towards 
him and said : " This -is th^ noble page 
Engehram of Mbntfeucpti, the only son of 
the great bardA %^ Montfaucon,:and his 
father and mother send him unto thee. 
Sir Sititram, well knowing of thy pious 
high and glorious knightliness, in order 
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that thou mayest bring him up in iiU the 
honour and strength -of theiM3lth country, 
and may est make him a Christian hero, 
like unto thyself." 

'Stntmm swung himself: from his horse. 
Tben ' Etigdtram of< Montfauebn .^aiost 
gMcefuUy held his fitirrups, with friendly 
earnestness restraining the men-at**arms 
who were pressing forward in these 
words: *^ I ain the nobfest page of this 
high knight:, and uiito me belongs' the 
nearest service about him," 

Sfntram kndt in silent prayer down 
upon the grass, then he lifted up Folko^s 
and Gabrie'Jle's image on high in the face 
of the morning sun, and cried: " With 
God's help, my Engeltram, shalt thou 
become like him, and thy course like 
his!" 

But Rolfsaid weeping with joy: "Lord, 
now lettest thou thy servant depart in 
peace !" — Gotthard Lenz and Rudlieb 
Lenz lay upon Sintram^s heart ; the chap- 
lain of Drontheim, who has just now 
come over from Verena's convent and 
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i^in brought a cheerful morning greet- 
iag to her strong son, spread his bands in 
blessing over all. 

It m^y be that it will hereafter be 
vouchsafed unto your poet, to relate the 
noble deeds, whidi Engeltram of Mont- 
faucon under Sintram's guidance, and 
afterwards upon many courses also by 
himself, accomplished, in the service of 
God and to the honour of wonien* * 

I 1 1 1 I 

' * This hit^ary, of wluch the promiae is to beau- 
tiful, hai not, I believe^ hitherto been pabUshed ; 
but the richness and fertility of Fonqu^'s genius is 
sudh that it is diflScuIt to speak with certaintj^ as 
to what is or is not to be found among his nume- 
rous romances and poems. 
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QUES^^ioNS havj^ occasionally arisei), 
ifirhethfer a poiethas taken the creations of 
bis 'itiind ftom tho^e of his forerunners, 
or in whslt inahner he may have been first 
exited thereto.- * Such questions appear 
to iiit^allib to' be by rfo means without 
intei^^t/iEirid I thrnl, where the author is 
able to give himself iat elear account there* 
npon^, he may, yea even in a certain de- 
cree ot^fat ^to «jm|>4rt it 'to hi^ readers, 
liertce the following n^n*ati ve, 
*'p9ine years since there lay among my 
b^t;l|d^y*pjr^enta.a beautiful engraving of 
^tb(^rlt Pnrer: a harnessed knight with 
all' okUsb countenance is riding upon his 
bigfi steed, attended by his dog, through 
a feairful valley, where fragmentsi of i^ock 
and roots of trees distprt themselves into 

' N • 



iS6 ^iWtkksi ' 

loathsome forms, and poisonous weeds 
rankle along the ground. Evil vermin 
are creeping along through them. Beside 
him Death is riding upon a wasted poney ; 
from behind the form of a devil stretches 
over its clawed f^fT^) ^QV^I^l^ him. Both 
horse and dog look strangely, as it were 
inft^cted by the hideous objects^ :t)ia|^Qiv 
round: them ; but the^ knigjit rides^mietly 
alopg.his way, and.liiears; «,ppi>„itb? ^p 
of ^hjs lance a Uz^rd that;.h€|. ha9;fdc^4y 
speared. . A cattle yf^th \t9i,icMi M^f^J 
.battlements lQok;»,oyer ^roii^, a^^wljj^reat 
the clesolaten^StS of the valley peoei^i^eB 
j,et. deeper Jnto the 80|i|.t,5ai 5 j --i- :^i .^i-- 

' j ■ { : w ! — "> . > 'him A' .i ' ]c"Hji ' 

^ ft i 
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cerning this r* ye^.mpJ^r fi^s^ .^ 
some particular cause .must have famished Durer 
with occasion thereto, or thai he wished to' repre- 
sent thereb/ the' li^tial nature '^' W'dild&i^s^ iSe^' 
And Bartsch in his Peinti^e GvaveWi Vfk. Pt^i&T, 
pippose8:th^coi\jectiirei thut tte im]ehti:!^[iyi6eiiled 
upon this p^te^w^Pcana von Sjekinge^lbe^hi^fld 
of Luther smd of UJi^ich vcm Huttei^v , IlLJthe oata- 
logue of Durer*8 engravings to be fbtund in Baitsch^ 
the above is No.' 08/ In Oi]ey*8 catalogue it is 70. 
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The friend, who gave me the print, had 
added to it a letter with a request from 
me to explain to him the mysterious 
forms by a ballad. It was not vouchsafed 
unto me to do so in those days, nor for a 
long time after; but 1 bare the image 
continually round about with me, in peace 
and in war, until it has now spun itself 
out and shaped itself quite clearly before 
me, but instead of a ballad into a little 
romance, if the friendly reader will let it 
pass as such. 

FOUQUE. 

Dec. b, 1814* 
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